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Author’s Note

Thank you so much for picking up this book. Cassie and Noah’s story has been living in my head for a while, and this one took a little longer to bring out because I’ve been quietly building an entire new series around them. That’s why I haven’t released anything recently. I wanted this world to feel right before sharing it with you.

This one starts slow on purpose. Cassie is stepping into a new life, and I wanted the heat to build the same way it builds in her. So if you feel that little tease in the beginning, stick with it. The fire comes. A lot of it.

I hope you enjoy where this story goes and what it opens up for the rest of the series. If you liked reading this and want more of Cassie and Noah, please let me know by leaving a five-star rating. It helps more than you know and tells me you want the next part of their world.

Thank you for reading. 
I’m really, really glad you’re here.

~ xoxo, Emily.


CHAPTER I

Cassie shifted beneath the worn quilt, eyes blinking open as a shaft of winter morning light crept through a crack in the faded blinds. Somewhere across the apartment, a shower hissed, her husband’s off-key humming warbling above the water. The thin walls carried every sound… the clatter of dishes, the grumble of a neighbor’s ancient coffee machine, the heavy tread of their flatmate returning late from the graveyard shift.

The city was already alive, but Cassie just wanted another hour curled against Noah’s chest. Their mattress, bought secondhand off a Facebook marketplace group, offered little comfort, and their shared bedroom, a shoebox cornered with stacks of laundry baskets and student loan bills, gave none at all.

Noah emerged, towel around his hips, hair damp and wild. He grinned at her the way he always did, a look that still made her ache, even after three years. "Your turn, babe. If you want hot water."

She groaned and rolled upright. Their toes brushed as she passed him, and for a moment she let herself forget about overdue credit card bills and that tight, hungry feeling in her gut. He squeezed her hip in the narrow hallway, planting a kiss just below her ear.

"We’ll get out of here," he whispered. "Soon as I get that raise."

Cassie managed a smile, swallowing back the words she always wanted to say: It’s not your fault. Instead, she ducked into the tiny bathroom, shivering as steam fogged the cracked mirror. Her reflection caught her off-guard… she was just twenty-three, but she looked both younger and older in that fluorescent buzz. Hair a blonde tumble, lips full and pouty, her skin pale but with that creamy glow that somehow made her look both innocent and wicked. She trailed her gaze lower: her breasts were high and full, the shape of them obvious beneath the clingy old tank top, nipples just visible as dusky circles through the thin cotton. Her waist was trim, hips a lush, tempting curve that gave her body a softness she sometimes tried to hide, sometimes loved to flaunt just for Noah. Her thighs, toned from years of dance, brushed together in a way that made her feel secretly sexy every time she caught herself in a window or saw her silhouette in the glass of the shower. She lingered on her own body, drinking in the lines and curves that made men stare, that made Noah hungry, and sometimes made her wonder what it would be like to be truly seen… to be wanted not just as a wife, but as a prize, a fantasy, something men would pay anything to possess. For a moment, she forgot the student debt and let herself feel hot, young, and dangerous… like the girl she’d always wanted to be.

She washed quickly. In the kitchen, Noah made coffee with the cheap grounds they could barely afford. The smell was enough to make her stomach rumble. Their flatmates, Jess and Theo, passed through in a sleepy blur, Jess grabbing toast, Theo already on a phone call for his new gig.

Noah sat beside her, knees knocking. "Any interviews today?"

Cassie shook her head, eyes on the chipped mug. "Nothing. Couple more rejections overnight. I’ll try again this afternoon."

He squeezed her hand. "Something’s coming."

She wanted to believe it. She really did.

She spent the morning hunched over her laptop, resume files open and browser tabs multiplying with job sites, company portals, and old alumni groups. The same churn of hope and disappointment. She scrolled back through her emails, re-reading the same polite brush-offs.

By noon, she closed the laptop, spine aching, and stared at the bills stacked on the dresser. Red envelopes, warnings, and interest rates eating away at their bank account.

Noah texted from work: Lunch soon? Miss you already.

Her chest tightened, then melted. She smiled at her phone, thumb tapping a quick reply. She glanced at her reflection in the apartment window as she tied her hair up, noticing the way her mouth curved, the line of her jaw, the way her T-shirt clung to her chest. She thought, not for the first time, about the girl she’d been in college: bright, bold, ready to take on the world. She wondered when she’d stopped feeling that way.

They’d made love last night… it was clumsy, breathless, desperate, the way they did when the world felt too big and the walls too close. Noah was always gentle, always eager, but last night there’d been something rougher in him, something wild. She’d loved it – the way he held her down and told her how much he needed her. For a little while, debt and dread had vanished. She’d come hard, trembling, her body still tingling with the memory.

But reality always crept back in. Student debt, bills, job searches, endless rejection.

She heard the front door bang. Jess and Theo were gone. The apartment, for once, was silent.

Cassie sat down, alone with her thoughts. And suddenly, there it was again… an old memory she could never fully shake, as vivid now as the first time. The meeting with her favorite professor, just before graduation. Dr. Parks was in her early fifties, though you’d never know it—she didn’t look a day over thirty. Sex on legs, Cassie used to think; literal smoke show, every curve and line honed to dangerous effect. The kind of hotness that made college boys and girls stare, and even the faculty gossip. Her work outfits were technically university-appropriate: silk blouse, pencil skirt, classic pumps… but on Dr. Parks, it all just fueled the fantasy, the ultimate sexy professor every student, Cassie and Noah’s age, secretly drooled over. That afternoon, the office door shut behind them, and Dr. Parks leaned forward, elbows on the desk, as if about to share a secret.

"Have you ever considered a different kind of job, Cassie?" she’d asked, her voice low, the words laced with something Cassie couldn't name. Dr. Parks let her gaze linger, a faint, knowing smile playing on her lips. "You probably don’t realize the effect you have on people, do you? That body—pure sin—but then that face, all innocence and big blue eyes. The kind of contradiction men lose their minds over. Most girls, I’d never ask. But you... There’s a spark in you, Cassie. Something wicked under all that sweet."

She paused, voice dipping to a conspiratorial murmur. "That’s why I’m asking. This is the sort of thing most people only whisper about. It isn’t for everyone. But a girl like you could change her entire life."

Dr. Parks leaned in closer, her perfume dizzying. She said more that afternoon… details Cassie had replayed a hundred times in her head since. But Cassie had never told a soul, not even Noah. Some secrets were too hot to share. But maybe, maybe ... it was time to share it after all?

Cassie had blushed so hard she thought she might actually melt right there in her chair. Dr. Parks didn’t sugarcoat it; it was about pleasure, about desire, about being willing to explore a world most people only dared fantasize about. The way she’d hinted, the invitation in her eyes, had sent heat curling low in Cassie’s belly. With the promise of enough money to change everything. All Cassie had to do was say yes. She'd laughed it off, too nervous to admit the way her pulse had hammered.

And that night after the meeting, she was a mess of nerves and need, and as soon as their bedroom door closed, she was on him, climbing into his lap, grinding on his cock, kissing him like she’d been starving for weeks. She fucked herself stupid on him, rode him until she was hoarse from moaning, until her legs were trembling and her body slick with sweat. Noah never knew what had gotten into her, only that she wouldn’t let him stop, that she begged for it rougher, deeper, kept pulling him back for more. She came again and again, Noah’s hands bruising her hips, his voice wrecked as he spilled inside her, both of them ruined and gasping by morning. Even after, when she lay there sore and trembling, she’d touched herself again, greedy for more. And still, she never told him why.

But sometimes, late at night, when she and Noah were tangled in the sheets, Cassie would remember that day. She’d touch herself harder, let her mind drift: the idea of being watched, of being used, of dressing up and spreading her legs for a stranger’s pleasure. She’d bite her lip so hard to keep from moaning out that secret, dirty thrill, not even Noah knew how much it got to her. It had always felt like a line she’d never cross.

Now, months later, with the world pressing in, Cassie wondered what she’d really been afraid of… the job, or the woman she might become if she took it.

Tonight, maybe, she’d finally tell him everything. Maybe.


CHAPTER II

Cassie could hardly taste the cheap vodka she’d poured for herself, not with her heart jackhammering in her chest and Noah’s eyes searching hers across their battered coffee table. Outside, a spring rain rattled the windowpane. Inside, their apartment was a low-lit hush, roommates gone for the night, the gift of rare privacy pressing heavy on Cassie’s skin.

She’d rehearsed this confession in her head so many times, she wasn’t sure if she’d already said it out loud. Sometimes, in the shower, her mouth moving to the sound of the water, she’d try out the words, then lose her nerve. Other nights, lying tangled in Noah’s arms after sex, she’d open her mouth to speak, only to swallow it back and cling to his warmth instead.

Tonight, the vodka left her lips numb and her tongue heavy. Her skin tingled in anticipation and dread, goosebumps racing down her arms. She could feel her pulse in her throat, a throb between her legs she tried to ignore. Every memory of that conversation with Dr. Parks, her own secret arousal, the shame, and the fantasy of being used, wanted, and perverted played like a flickering film behind her eyes. The confession itself felt dangerous, like opening a door she might never close.

Just say it. But she didn’t. Not until Noah reached out, brushed his knuckles along her thigh, and murmured, “You’re a million miles away tonight.”

That was all it took. Something inside her snapped loose, the dam breaking.

“I need to tell you something.” Cassie’s voice was soft, almost breaking. She set her glass down, hands trembling. “And... I need you to hear all of it before you say a word. Please!”

Noah’s brow furrowed, but he nodded. He was always patient, always steady… her anchor, even when she was about to tear their world apart.

Cassie took a breath so deep it burned. “Remember last year, when I told you about my professor offering to help with jobs?”

He nodded. “Yeah, Dr. Parks, right? You said she knew people at some big companies.”

She closed her eyes, shaking her head. "That’s not… I didn’t tell you the truth. At least, not all of it."

Noah’s jaw tensed, but he kept his eyes on her, waiting.

Cassie forced herself to keep going, the words thick on her tongue. “It wasn’t a normal job. It was… for sex. I'd be... a 'working girl'. Exclusive, just for the firm’s executive-level and their most important clients, the kind of men who could make or break million-dollar deals, or needed a little persuasion to sign. Four days a week. The money was insane. She said I would be making more in a month than what we both put together make currently in a year.”

She watched his face, the flicker of something wounded in his eyes, the shock, and then – God, was that a flash of heat, too? Her cheeks flamed. She could see the way his hand tightened on his can of beer, white-knuckled and almost about to crush the still half-full can. His jaw flexed, that little muscle jumping. For a second he looked away, lips parting, then closed them again, as if he might say something but thought better of it.

Noah stared at her, and she knew he was looking — really looking — at her mouth, her throat, the swell of her breasts under her worn T-shirt. She could almost see the war inside him: the jealousy, the betrayal, the sick kind of hunger that came from knowing your wife had considered being with other men for money. He breathed out hard through his nose, glanced down, then up again, pupils darkening, chest rising.

"I turned it down. But…" She hesitated, voice dropping to a whisper. "I thought about it. A lot. I won’t lie… it turned me on."

He didn’t look away. "Are you serious? You wanted to–"

Cassie cut him off, her voice hoarse. "Not then. Not really. But I couldn’t stop thinking about it. The money, yes. But also – what it would feel like. Being wanted like that. Used, shown off, all that dirty, wild shit we talk about in bed sometimes, only for real."

Noah swallowed, his throat working. He set the glass down before he could drop it, fingers trembling. For a second, he stood, turned away as if to pace the room, then stopped and just braced both hands against the table, head down. When he finally looked at her, his eyes were glassy, rimmed with confusion, lust, and something close to panic. Silence stretched long and hard between them. The rain drummed.

He finally found his voice, low and tight. "Why didn’t you tell me before?"

Cassie wrapped her arms around herself. “I was scared you’d hate me. Or worse, that you’d say yes, and I’d have to admit how much I wanted it.”

Noah’s foot jittered beneath the table, the old warped floor creaking with every tap. Cassie watched the way his gaze drifted to her lips, then away again—like he wanted to ask something and couldn’t quite shape the words. The air between them felt thick, humid, sticky with unsaid things. She wiped her palms on her thighs, heat pulsing low in her belly.

He swallowed, voice rough. “Was I not enough? Or… was it someone else?”

Cassie’s heart thudded, mouth suddenly dry. “No. Never someone else. I just… I wanted to feel wanted. Not just by you, by everyone. Like I was special. Dirty. Important.” She forced herself to look at him, needing him to see the truth. “It’s not about love. It’s about… I don’t know. Power, maybe. Or giving it up.”

Noah blinked, his jaw flexing again. For a moment he just stared at his knuckles on the table. “You—fuck, Cass. You really thought about it.”

She nodded, cheeks blazing. “More than I should have.”

A beat of silence. Rain hammered the glass. One of Noah’s hands rose, brushing his own jaw, almost defensive.

“Sometimes,” he whispered, “when you flirt with guys at parties—just for fun—I get so jealous it makes me sick. But also… I get hard.” He let the admission hang between them, shame and arousal warring in his eyes. “Sometimes I think about you with someone else, just to see if you’d come back to me. Just to see if I’d lose my mind or if it’d make me want you more.”

Cassie shivered, her pulse a wild drumline. “You want to see me do it?”

He laughed, hoarse, shaking his head. “God, I don’t know. The idea makes me crazy. Angry. But it turns me on, too. Like I want you to be so fucked by me that you never want anyone else. Like I want to own the part of you that scares me.”

Their eyes locked, breathing shallow, the air between them humming.

"Did you… would you have done it? If things were different?"

Cassie met his eyes. “Maybe. I don’t know. But now, I’m thinking about it again.”

He squeezed his eyes shut, and when he opened them again, she saw every shade of love and pain in his face. "You want to fuck strangers for money."

She swallowed. “No. I want us to have a future. I want to stop worrying about money every day, and I want to feel alive. I want to fuck you so hard you can’t walk tomorrow. I want everything. But I want you first. Always.”

Noah was quiet a long time. His knuckles were white on the table. "Is this just a fantasy? Or are you really asking me?"

Cassie let her breath out slow. "I’m really asking."

They stared at each other across the vodka and the silence and the mess of their lives.

***

They barely slept that night. Noah took her to bed like he couldn’t decide if he wanted to love her or ruin her. He fucked her hard, then gentle, then hard again, her hair wrapped around his fist, her name broken on his tongue. He pressed her into the mattress and kissed her like it was goodbye, made her come until she sobbed. In the dark, she told him every dirty thought she’d ever had, the ones she’d hidden for years, the ones that scared her. He told her his, too—how much he’d wanted to see her with another man, how the thought made him sick and hard at the same time. They were tangled, breathless, wrecked by dawn.

Afterward, Cassie rolled toward him, seeking comfort, but Noah turned onto his back, staring at the ceiling in the gray light. For a minute she wondered if she’d finally broken something between them. Then, under the covers, his hand found hers… hesitant, gripping her tight. They lay there, bodies cooling, sweat drying, hearts thudding out of rhythm. When she finally drifted off, it was to the feeling of Noah’s thumb tracing slow, absent circles into her palm, both of them holding on even when the words wouldn’t come.

The days after blurred — awkward mornings, bitter coffee, and the quiet throb of jealousy and something else neither of them wanted to name. Sometimes, Cassie would catch Noah watching her from across the kitchen, his eyes unreadable, almost hungry. When she looked back, he’d look away quick, flushing like he’d been caught. She caught her own reflection in the bathroom mirror: lips a little swollen, skin marked, her body aching in ways that made her feel claimed, unsettled, almost proud.

Out in the city, she noticed herself more… her walk, her clothes, the heat in her own stare. At a corner store, a stranger’s eyes lingered too long, tracing her bare legs, and she felt Noah’s arm wrap possessively around her waist, his body tense, jaw set. Was it jealousy? Fear? Cassie couldn’t tell. But later, when they were alone, he touched her like he wanted to erase the world.

They fought, they cried, they clung to each other, they had sex desperate and wild, and then so soft it made Cassie ache for hours. Everything was different now. Every look, every touch, felt edged with possibility and danger.

On the sixth night, Cassie curled up beside Noah, lying in the dark, holding her breath for what felt like forever. She traced the line of his jaw, heart pounding. “I want to promise something,” she whispered, barely trusting her voice.

He turned, brow furrowed, voice rough. “What kind of promise?”

She hesitated, fear prickling her skin. “That we always talk. About everything. Even when it hurts. If we do this… if I take that job, we tell each other everything. No secrets. No hiding. Either of us can call it off. And… if we fuck, we talk about that, too. No more pretending. No more shame.”

Noah’s hand was shaking a little as he reached for her, pulling her against his chest. His mouth brushed her hair. “I don’t know if I’m strong enough for this, Cass. I really don’t.” He swallowed, breath shaky. “But I want to try. I want you. All of you.”

Cassie pressed her mouth to his, relief breaking through in a wave. “We’re in this together. If it ever gets too much, we stop. If you hate it, if I hate it, we stop. No questions.”

He kissed her, holding her tight. “I love you, Cass.”

She smiled into the kiss, tears pricking her lashes. “I love you more. I’ll always…”

They fell asleep tangled together, no answers, but something new holding them close: the promise that whatever came next, they’d walk through it side by side.


CHAPTER III

The world felt different, as if it had cracked open and rearranged itself while Cassie and Noah learned how to breathe again. She moved through the days with a fragile, nervous excitement, like she was waiting for a storm, or for something wild and impossible to finally happen. Each morning, Noah would kiss her before work and linger, his lips soft but his eyes searching, as if still looking for the old Cassie and not quite ready to let go of the new.

She spent those first days second-guessing herself, then wanting it more, then hating herself for wanting it at all. But every time she caught her own reflection — bruised, alive, and a little dangerous, all at the same time — she felt her resolve harden. By the third night, after dinner, Cassie sat down at her laptop, opened her email, and found Dr. Parks’ old message, still unread, still glowing with that promise she’d tried to forget.

It took her three drafts before she finally sent it.

She reread her own message four times before pressing send, pulse pounding so hard she could hear it in her ears.

Dr. Parks,

This is Cassie. If your offer is still open, I’d like to know more. My husband and I are both aware of what it entails.

~ C

She sat frozen, watching the screen. Her hands shook, but her pulse was steady. It was done. The wait for Dr. Parks’ reply felt endless. Every new notification ping made her jump.

Dr. Parks replied within the hour with a short, delighted message:

“I’m thrilled, Cassie! But before I pass your name along, I understand that you're married now. I need your word that your husband is truly aware and fully on board. This is the most important part. The firm’s reputation is everything. If there’s any chance of confusion, or if you’re doing this behind his back, you must tell me now. No exceptions.”

Cassie’s heart thumped. She typed back, fingers flying:

He knows everything. He wants me to try this. We’re both in it together. I promise.

A pause. Another email from Dr. Parks, this one more formal:

"You’ll receive a call this week from the firm’s executive team. They’ll arrange an interview, and it wouldn’t be anything like a normal job interview, I assure you. You’ll be sent a message on the day of the interview with instructions on what to wear, and a driver will be provided. All details are strictly confidential; you are protected under NDA from the first phone call."

A signature, then: Dr. Elizabeth Parks.

What would they ask her to wear? A silk slip? Stockings and heels? Something worse? She couldn’t tell if the shiver under her skin was dread or desire.

Cassie stared at the message, the thrill and the terror curling together inside her. She knew she should close the laptop and go to bed, but she sat there for a long time, watching her screen as if it might blink and change. Noah, reading over her shoulder, squeezed her hand. Only when he slipped behind her, arms sliding around her waist, did she let herself believe this was real.

"Is it done?" he whispered, voice low against her neck.

Cassie nodded, unable to speak. He held her for a long time, pressing his lips to her shoulder, arms tight around her middle. She could feel him trembling. For a moment, neither of them moved. Then Noah turned her to face him, searching her eyes. "Are you really sure?" he asked, voice barely more than a breath. Cassie hesitated, her heart racing, then nodded again. They just held each other, standing in the blue wash of the city lights, both of them knowing they were about to step off a ledge together. For a long time, that was enough.


CHAPTER IV

Cassie had never been in a car that quiet before.

The engine barely hummed, a low electric purr beneath her heels as the sedan slid through the city like it owned the streets. Rain slicked across the windows in silver streaks, the world outside smudged into watercolor. Inside, everything was leather and silence. No Uber chatter, no rattling AC vents, no cheap vanilla air freshener trying and failing to mask someone else’s day. Just luxury. Just her.

She sat very still, hands folded tight in her lap, the little folder from the firm resting across her thighs. Her heartbeat felt loud enough to echo through the cabin. The interior lights were dim, soft gold against polished black. Even the seatbelt felt expensive, smoothing across her chest like some sleek accessory.

She wasn’t dressed provocatively. The message she got that morning from a private number had told her not to. They wanted "elegant confidence," nothing overt yet. The cream blouse tucked into a charcoal skirt felt almost demure. But the way the chauffeur’s gaze had flickered over her when he opened the car door? That told another story. Something in her had shifted the moment he said, "Ms. Harper? The firm is expecting you."

Ms. Harper. Not Cassie. Not a Mrs. Not Noah’s wife. Someone else.

She squeezed her knees together, breath catching. She’d kissed Noah before leaving — soft, lingering, both of them shaking just a bit. He’d touched her cheek with his thumb, like he wanted to memorize the shape of her before letting her go.

"Call me when it’s done," he’d murmured.

"I promise."

Now her reflection stared back at her in the darkened window—eyes wide, lips slightly parted. Nervous. Curious. Aroused in a way she didn’t dare name.

***

The firm’s tower stabbed into the sky, all glass and chrome and money, a place Cassie had walked past a dozen times before on her way to temp jobs and interviews she never heard back from. She used to look up at it from the sidewalk and wonder what kind of lives people lived inside a building like that. The kind you didn’t walk into unless you belonged to people who mattered.

As Cassie stepped out, the chauffeur offered an umbrella and his hand, helping her onto the marble.

She paused for half a breath.

The building felt bigger  up close than it ever had from the sidewalk. She used to pass by during lunch breaks between interviews, clutching a folder of resumes and walking fast so she wouldn’t look like someone who didn’t belong. Now the revolving doors whispered open for her .

A prickle ran up her spine. Every inch of the lobby radiated wealth… vaulted ceilings, polished floors, art installations that probably cost more than their apartment lease. Cassie slowed without meaning to, her heels making soft, uncertain taps instead of confident strides.

She felt small. She felt exposed. She felt…wanted in a way she couldn’t name.

But it was the woman waiting for her at the lobby who actually stole her breath.

Monica.

The Monica  who had called her a couple of days back to set up the interview.

Tall — easily 5'10" without the heels.

Forties, but in that terrifying, ageless way.

Perfect blowout, deep brunette waves brushing the shoulders of a fitted navy dress that looked custom made. The neckline dipped just enough to be distracting. Her face was sharp, symmetrical, with eyes the color of expensive whiskey.

Monica looked Cassie over once from hair to heels and smiled like she already knew every secret Cassie had ever tried to hide.

"You must be Cassandra Harper," she said, voice warm but edged with something cool and assessing. "Welcome to Klein, Helion & West. They’re expecting you."

Cassie tried to smile back. "Thank you."

"Follow me."

Her heels clicked in crisp, authoritative rhythms as she led Cassie through a corridor of glass meeting rooms, executives in tailored suits, talking in low voices that carried the weight of money and power.

Cassie felt them looking at her. Not openly. Not rudely. But with that subtle shift of attention men reserved for something — someone — they wanted to measure.

***

The interview room wasn’t a room at all. It was a suite.

Floor-to-ceiling windows. A long glass table. A skyline view that made Cassie’s stomach drop.

And seated at the table— the man she’d been told about.

Victor Klein. White, early fifties, silver threaded through dark hair. A suit tailored so precisely it probably had waiting lists. And eyes… icy, startling blue that flicked to her the moment the door opened.

They didn’t just look at her. They evaluated  her.

For a split, hawk‑still moment, Victor didn’t move. He let his gaze travel on her slowly and unhurriedly, not in a way that felt lecherous, but in a way that made Cassie feel as though he were taking inventory of her. Her breath hitched. Something in her stomach tightened, low and warm, as if his silence alone had reached inside her and tilted her forward onto the edge of herself.

Her palms went damp. She could feel her pulse in her throat, in her fingertips, between her legs. She wondered — absurdly, helplessly — if he could see any of that just by looking at her.

"Ms. Harper," he said, rising just slightly. "Please, have a seat." His handshake was firm, cool, and practiced.

To his left sat Monica. To his right, a woman in a soft gray suit, HR Director, though Cassie didn’t catch her name because all she could focus on was the neat folder in front of Victor labeled C. Harper – Executive Analyst Candidate .

Executive Analyst. Her fake title. Her shield.

Her lie.

Victor’s gaze lingered for a beat, something unreadable tightening at the corner of his mouth. “Dr. Parks rarely makes mistakes in her selections,” he said to the other two women in the room and then steepled his fingers as he continued, now directly looking at his about-to-be new hire. "Cassie, this meeting has two goals. One: to ensure you fully understand the expectations of this role. Two: to confirm that you are entering it voluntarily, without coercion." He glanced briefly at Monica. "Discretion and ethical compliance are non‑negotiable in this department. Understood?"

Cassie nodded, throat tight. "Yes, Mr.Klein."

The HR director leaned forward. "This contract protects you as much as it protects the firm. You are free to leave the program at any time. Participation is voluntary, but once enrolled, all scheduled engagements fall within your role’s expected scope. Our executives and, at times, important clients, rely on consistency, and you will be expected to meet that standard."

Monica slid a leather-bound folder toward Cassie. "We’ll cover each section together."

And they did. In excruciating detail.

Cassie wasn’t prepared for how intimate the "professional" part of this interview felt. Every page Monica flipped seemed to peel away another layer of who Cassie used to be. She felt Victor’s attention on her, not intrusive, but calculating, as though he was matching the details on paper with the woman sitting before him.

Her breathing slowed without her permission. Her fingers curled lightly around the pen they’d given her, knuckles pale. She could feel the heat blooming low in her belly, the same way it had the night she told Noah everything, shame and anticipation twisting together.

She wasn’t just reading a contract. She was being measured against it.

***

Scheduling: Chauffeured transport to and from all locations. Advance appointments only – no drop-ins. Strict calendar limits, four engagements per week maximum.

Victor watched her expression carefully as the HR director spoke. Cassie felt the weight of his gaze like a fingertip below her chin, tilting her attention upward.

As the scheduling expectations were laid out, Cassie forced herself to nod as though she understood what this new life would feel like. But the truth was more dizzying—structured, controlled, claimed.  The idea of being placed onto a calendar, booked, expected… it made her chest tighten and her thighs press subtly closer together.

She wondered if Victor noticed that too.

"The firm expects punctuality and certainty," the HR director continued. "Your time is never double‑booked. Your movements are managed. You will always know where you are going and who you are seeing."

Cassie swallowed, the reality settling deeper: she would belong to this schedule as much as she belonged to the firm. His gaze stayed on her mouth whenever she wet her lips.

Wardrobe & Presentation

Cassie barely had time to steady her breath before Monica flipped to the next section. 
Designer clothing supplied. Quarterly wardrobe refresh. Custom lingerie fittings. 
Professional salon services. Gym & nutrition program included. Bodywork therapists available post‑engagement. Weekly health monitoring and quarterly physicals. Full STD panel between every ‘appointment’.

As the HR director outlined the medical protocols, Cassie felt a fresh ripple move through her. This was clinical, yes—but not cold. It was intimate in a way she hadn’t expected. The idea of being monitored, kept in peak condition, assessed and tuned like something valuable… it sent a peculiar shiver down her spine.

Monica tapped a manicured nail against the health section. "Our analysts receive priority scheduling for all wellness services. Recovery, readiness, and presentation are part of the role. You’ll find that your body becomes an asset the firm invests in."

The phrasing hit Cassie low, tightening something deep inside her. An asset the firm invests in.  She felt the weight of that—not threatening, but claiming—and her breath slipped out in a quiet, unsteady exhale.

Cassie swallowed. Her pulse fluttered. "This is… a lot."

Her mind flashed—images of designer racks, fittings, hands adjusting fabric along her hips, strangers deciding how she should look, how she should be seen. A version of herself crafted by the firm, polished until she shimmered exactly the way they wanted her to.

"It is," Monica said. "And it is standard. The firm pays for excellence, not improvisation. You will be expected to deliver exactly what the firm expects." Another assessing glance. "You’ll do very well here."

Cassie’s stomach did a slow, hot turn.

Compensation: Base salary. Engagement bonuses. Seasonal performance bonuses. Travel bonuses. Holiday retainer. Full healthcare coverage for her and her family. Additional benefits available after twelve months.

Victor slid a piece of paper forward—a number so high it made Cassie’s breath stop.

For a heartbeat, she didn’t even understand what she was seeing. The figure looked unreal, a typo, a fantasy. Her stomach dipped. Her breath stuttered. The room seemed to narrow around her, sound softening at the edges as though her body couldn’t decide whether to panic or melt.

Her fingers twitched toward the page before she snatched them back, afraid the paper might burn her skin. A weak, involuntary tremor rolled through her—want, disbelief, fear—blending into one dizzying throb beneath her ribs.

"This is per week," he said softly.

Per week.

The words slid through her like a slow exhale of heat. She felt it low, deep, intimate—an almost physical sensation. Her knees threatened to loosen beneath the table, and she shifted slightly, hoping the movement looked polite and not like she was trying to stop herself from falling apart.

Her vision blurred for a second. Her pulse fluttered too fast, like her body couldn’t keep up with itself. 
Noah didn’t make that much in three months.

She couldn’t help it—her thighs pressed together, a small, helpless gesture she prayed no one would notice. But of course they did.

Victor noticed. Monica noticed. Everyone noticed.

Her face burned.

"And," Monica added smoothly, brushing a finger along the folder, "you’ll have a mentor assigned to you during your onboarding. Elena. She’s one of our senior   analysts . You’ll shadow her for your first few weeks. She’s exceptional."

Victor sat back. "Do you have any questions, Ms. Harper?"

Cassie licked her lips. "Just one… When would this start?"

Victor’s smile was small, controlled, dangerous. "Immediately, if you’re ready."

Her pulse jumped.

Monica stood. “I’ll take her down. The chauffeur will bring her to Elena for the next phase.”

Next phase. Everything inside Cassie tightened at those two words.

Cassie rose too fast, the chair legs whispering across the polished floor. Her knees wobbled, a tiny, betraying tremor she prayed no one saw—but Victor’s eyes flicked to her legs, then to her face, and she knew he had.

The world felt subtly different now. The air in the suite was thicker, charged. Cassie’s fingers brushed the edge of the signed documents—her signature still drying in ink—and a soft, breathless realization washed over her.

She had said yes. To all of it. To whatever came next.

Monica closed the folder with a firm, elegant snap, the sound startling in the quiet space. Victor watched Cassie with a faint, unreadable heat, the kind of look a man gave something he now owned—not physically, not literally, but contractually, professionally… intimately.

Cassie felt it all the way down her spine.

As she stepped toward the door, she took one last look at the suite—the skyline beyond the glass, the immaculate table, Victor’s steady gaze tracking her movement. It felt like leaving one world and stepping into another, her breath caught somewhere between fear and hunger.

Monica’s hand guided her toward the hallway. Cassie nearly stumbled again, her legs still unsure beneath her. The older woman noticed, of course.

“Perfectly normal,” Monica murmured without slowing. “Every woman shakes the first time she realizes her life is about to become much bigger than she imagined.”

***

The building’s private elevator carried them downward in a soft hum. Cassie felt Monica’s gaze on her—clinical, curious, almost amused.

"You’re trembling," Monica said.

Cassie exhaled shakily. "I’ve never done anything like this."

"Of course you haven’t. That’s why they chose you." Monica’s lips curved. "Elena will explain everything. You’ll like her. She’s patient. And very, very good at what she does."

The elevator opened to another lobby—smaller, quieter, lined with art and fresh flowers.

The same chauffeur waited beside another sleek black sedan.

He opened the door.

Monica touched Cassie’s arm, nails perfectly manicured. "Breathe, Cassandra. The first day is always the hardest. After that… you adjust."

Cassie nodded, stepping into the car. Her pulse fluttered like wings.

"Where are am I going?" she whispered.

Monica’s smile was slow as she stood by the sidewalk.

"You will be heading to meet your mentor now. Elena is expecting you."


CHAPTER V

Cassie wasn’t sure what she expected when the car pulled into the private lane of another high‑rise, but it wasn’t this .

She’d also driven past this tower a hundred times—on date nights with Noah, on shopping runs, on lazy Sunday drives. They’d point at it and tease each other: One day. When we’re disgustingly rich. When life is ridiculous.  It had always felt like a joke, a pretty fantasy perched too high above the rest of the world to belong to people like them.

Now the chauffeur was opening her door.

Now she was stepping into it.

The lobby was silent in that expensive way—sound cushioned, space held still. The elevator rose fast, numbers flickering in a blur. Her pulse flickered with them.

When the doors opened, the air itself shifted. Warm lighting. Jasmine. Quiet that felt intimate instead of empty.

Then—Elena.

She didn’t enter the space so much as occupy it, the way women who know exactly what they look like move without apology. Late 30s, curves that made silk cling like a worshiper, hair glossy and loose like she’d brushed it once and it had obediently fallen into perfection. Bare feet. Silk loungewear. A glass of wine held with the casual elegance of someone born to expensive rooms.

Cassie felt her breath catch—an instinctive, physical reaction she prayed wasn’t obvious.

Elena smiled, warm and immediate. “You’re Cassie?”

Cassie nodded, too aware of her own heartbeat.

“God, you’re adorable,” Elena laughed, stepping in close for a hug that smelled like jasmine and heat. “Come in, sweetheart. And lose the shoes, sweetheart. I don’t let anyone sprain an ankle in my house on their first day.”

Cassie laughed—softer than she meant to—as she slipped them off.

Before she could find her bearings, Elena placed a glass of wine in her hand, fingers brushing Cassie’s just long enough to steady her. “Drink. First‑day nerves are basically part of the uniform.”

Cassie flushed. “Then I’m overdressed in them.”

“Perfect.” Elena grinned.

***

A voice floated out from deeper in the penthouse—warm, amused. “Is she here?”

A man appeared in the doorway, tall and loose‑shouldered, the kind of handsome that didn’t try to sell itself. Joggers, rehearsal tee, hair still damp from a shower he clearly hadn’t bothered to finish. He took one look at Cassie and his mouth curved—not in appraisal, but in recognition, like ah, so this is the girl Elena’s been talking about all morning .

Elena lit up in a way Cassie hadn’t seen yet. “Cassie, meet my husband—Frank.”

Frank’s smile was easy. Real. “Welcome. You’ve saved me from hearing Elena rearrange the closet for the third time today.”

Elena grabbed a silk scrunchie from the counter and lobbed it at him. “Ignore him. He thinks humor makes him tall.”

He caught it one‑handed, stepped in, kissed her temple with thoughtless affection, then extended a hand to Cassie. “Seriously—don’t let her firehose you with information. She gets excited and forgets some people breathe air.”

Cassie laughed—unexpected, grateful. His presence felt like a window cracked open in a too‑warm room.

He snagged his keys from a bowl. “I’m heading out. Be gentle with her, Len.”

“I’m always  gentle,” Elena said, clearly lying.

Frank kissed her again—this time slower, familiar—and left with a backward wave.

Cassie watched the door shut behind him. There was no tension in the air, no hidden discomfort, no flinch in Elena’s posture. Just… ease. Two people who liked each other. Two people who were solid.

It steadied her in a way she didn’t expect.

“You two seem… really happy,” Cassie said softly.

She hadn’t meant for the words to slip out that bare. But watching them—easy touches, unthinking affection—did something to her chest. It felt like seeing a private language spoken fluently.

Elena didn’t tease. She didn’t glow or preen. She just gave Cassie a small, knowing look, then let her gaze drift—subtle, instinctive—to the ring on Cassie’s hand.

“Oh,” she murmured, more observation than surprise. “You’re married too.”

Cassie’s fingers tightened around her glass. “Yes.”

Elena nodded once, the kind of nod that meant she was rearranging a few assumptions in her head. “Rare. Not wrong—just rare.” She tucked one leg beneath herself, settling in. “Most girls come in unattached. Or tell themselves they are.” A quiet smile tugged at her mouth. “A few of us even found our husbands after we were already in this life. I did.”

Cassie felt a blush rise, hot and fast. “And coming in already married is… unusual?”

Elena let out a soft breath, not judgmental—just honest curiosity. “It means your life isn’t a blank slate,” she said. “You’re not running from anything. You’re not pretending you don’t have someone at home.” She leaned in and topped off Cassie’s wine, her tone low, almost gentle. “It means the stakes are real for you two. That’s a different kind of courage.”

Cassie’s pulse fluttered. She didn’t know what to do with the mix of pride and fear curling inside her.

Elena saw it—of course she saw it—but didn’t push. She just shifted a little closer, shoulder brushing Cassie’s in a way that felt grounding rather than intrusive.

“Being married doesn’t make this harder,” Elena said quietly. “It just makes it honest.”

Cassie exhaled, slow and uneven. The room suddenly felt warmer, like the air had thickened around them.

Elena poured herself more wine, slower this time, like she’d been waiting for Cassie to soak in everything she'd just said. She settled beside her again, one leg tucked under her, expression easing into something gentler. “Baby,” Elena began, swirling her wine, “this life doesn’t ruin marriages.”

She let that hang for a second—long enough that Cassie felt her own breath stall.

“ Secrets  ruin marriages,” Elena continued, softer now. “Silence. Shame. Pretending you don’t want what you want… that’s what cracks people open.”

Elena leaned in, her shoulder brushing Cassie’s, grounding her with a warmth that felt oddly protective. She lifted her glass, waiting—almost asking Cassie to meet her halfway.

Cassie raised hers.

Their glasses touched with a soft, deliberate clink.

“But when everyone knows exactly who they are,” Elena said, eyes steady on hers, “and they choose each other anyway—every day? That’s when it works.”

Cassie felt the truth of it settle in her chest, slow and warm.

***

Elena guided her down a hallway and into a closet that didn’t feel like a room at all—more like a private sanctuary built for a woman who lived in a world Cassie had only ever watched from the outside.

Warm, buttery lighting poured over everything. Dresses hung in perfect gradients—emerald to sapphire to garnet—each one looking like it had a story attached to it. Silks and chiffons whispered against one another when the air shifted. Lingerie drawers opened like secrets: lace, satin, pieces so delicate they looked like they might melt on skin. Heels rested on shelves like curated sculptures, each pair a little dangerous.

Cassie stepped inside and felt her breath leak out in a slow, shaky exhale. Something moved through her—heat, awe, a quiet little sting of want  that settled low and deep.

“This… is all yours?” she whispered.

Elena’s mouth curved, sly and warm. “Sweetheart, this is a Tuesday I didn’t even try on.”

Cassie let out a breathy laugh, fingertips grazing a satin strap. It was cool at first touch, then warm under her skin—sensual in a way she wasn’t prepared for. She imagined Noah’s face if he saw her dressed in something like this. The thought pulsed inside her—sharp, intimate.

“You’ll have your own account,” Elena continued, moving through the space with the ease of someone who’d earned every luxury in it. “Wardrobe, salon team, nutritionist, the works. You don’t have to force yourself into beauty here. They build it around you.”

Cassie swallowed, the room tilting subtly with the realization.

“Do you ever get used to this?” she asked, voice low.

Elena paused, turning toward her. The shift was small, but it made the air feel charged.

“The convenience? Sure,” she said. “The pampering? Absolutely.”

She stepped closer, her voice dropping like she was sharing something she wished someone had told her earlier.

“But the feeling of walking into a room and knowing every eye lands on you because you were shaped—crafted—to be unforgettable?” Elena’s smile deepened, slow and knowing. “That never stops feeling like power.”

***

They settled on Elena’s sofa, legs curled under themselves, wine glasses filled. Cassie eased into the cushions like she was afraid she might leave a mark—like the furniture knew she didn’t belong here yet.

Elena drew one leg up, settling in with the comfort of someone who never doubted her right to take up space. She watched Cassie over the rim of her glass, eyes soft but sharp with understanding.

“Alright,” she said, voice low and unhurried. “Ask me anything. Nothing’s off‑limits. I promise I’ve already lived the answer.”

Cassie toyed with the stem of her glass, the cool glide of it grounding her. “Does it ever feel like… too much?” Her voice was small, but steady. “All of it. The power. The expectations. The… imbalance.”

Elena didn’t respond right away. She set her wine aside and turned her body fully toward Cassie—not in confrontation, but in honesty.

“Sweetheart,” she said softly, “power only scares you when you haven’t figured out where yours  sits.”

Cassie felt that. It slid beneath her skin, warm and unnervingly direct.

“You’re not a toy,” Elena continued, her tone a quiet certainty. “You’re not something a man picks up, enjoys, and forgets. You’re not even here to please them, not really. You provide something specific. Rare. And the only reason they get to have it is because you allow it.”

Cassie’s pulse throbbed at her throat, some mix of fear and recognition pooling low inside her.

“And jealousy?” she whispered.

Elena laughed, bright and unapologetically real. “Oh baby, I get jealous when Frank breathes in the direction of a pretty woman. I’m dramatic. It’s fine.”

Cassie huffed a soft laugh, tension easing out of her shoulders.

“Does Frank ever get jealous?” she asked, the question slipping out before she could decide if it was too personal.

Elena’s smile shifted—still warm, but edged with something a little more private. “Of course he does. He’s human. And he’s mine.” She took a slow sip of wine, eyes flicking toward the door Frank had disappeared through. “But he doesn’t get jealous the way most people do. He doesn’t sulk or punish or make it a problem I have to solve.”

Cassie listened, breath caught in her chest.

“He acts on it,” Elena continued, voice dipping. “Not in anger. In… intensity.” A small, knowing laugh escaped her. “If something stirs that feeling in him, he makes love to me like he’s reminding both of us who I come home to. Not because he doubts me. Because he adores me.”

Her gaze slid back to Cassie, softer now. “That’s his way of reclaiming his wife. Not from the men I see—none of them hold me. But from the parts of myself I sometimes forget belong to us.”

“And jealousy isn’t a problem unless you pretend it isn’t there,” Elena said, voice dipping into something almost tender. “Frank and I talk. You and your husband will talk. And if either of you ever need help figuring out how?” She tapped her finger lightly against Cassie’s knee. “You call me. That’s why I’m here.”

Cassie swallowed, eyes stinging in a way she didn’t expect. “Why are you being so… nice to me?”

Elena studied her for a long moment—taking in the nerves, the curiosity, the wanting-to-be-brave and not knowing how.

“Because someone was nice to me,” she said quietly. “And because you remind me of myself before I knew what I was capable of.”

The words settled warm and heavy inside Cassie, more intimate than any compliment.

A new life. A new role. A path she’d chosen but didn’t yet fully understand.

And Elena—beautiful, unflinching, impossibly self‑possessed—was the first proof Cassie had that stepping into this world didn’t have to break her.

It might build her instead.


Chapter VI

Cassie didn’t understand how a body could feel so light and so heavy at the same time. Her hands trembled as she followed Elena down the hallway of the penthouse—bare feet on warm wood, heart thudding against her ribs, a tight flutter low in her belly that felt too close to panic and too close to arousal.

She’d barely slept. She’d barely eaten. Ever since the interview, her mind kept looping through every moment: Victor’s eyes tracking her legs, Monica’s cool precision, the number on the page that made her knees nearly give out. She felt like she’d been rewired overnight—like a stranger was waking up inside her, stretching, learning her skin from within.

Now, she was about to let a camera see the parts of her she had let no one except Noah see. Not even other women. Not like this.

Elena stopped at a door Cassie had assumed was another closet. She opened it with a slow, indulgent smile.

Inside was a wardrobe built for sin.

Cassie froze. Heat rushed up her chest, into her throat, almost choking her.

Racks of lingerie—lace, mesh, silk, things that weren’t even clothes so much as suggestions—lined the walls. Robes as sheer as mist. Corsets that could barely contain breath. Bodystockings so thin they seemed painted on. And the heels. God. Rows of them. Towering stilettos in red, black, gold. Some with ankle straps. Some with delicate chains. Some so high Cassie felt weak just imagining walking in them.

And all in her sizes.

Elena smiled when she saw Cassie staring. “I picked every single piece myself. The firm sent me your measurements last week—the ones you gave Monica on the call. I wanted everything to fit you perfectly today.” She brushed a fingertip over a silk strap. “After the shoot, I’ll have all of this packed and sent to your place.”

Cassie startled, heat flashing across her cheeks. “Not yet,” she breathed. “We’re still living with roommates. Don’t send everything—just a few things. Enough for my first appointments.” She swallowed, embarrassed and oddly proud. “We’ll move out soon. Once we have our own place… I’ll come back and collect all of this from you.”

Elena’s smile softened, slow and knowing. “Of course, sweetheart. Whenever you’re ready.”

Her fingers twitched. She didn’t dare touch anything.

Elena stepped behind her, voice warm at her ear. "This is the part no one prepares you for. The first time you see the life you’re stepping into… not the fantasy. The tools. The uniform.”

Cassie swallowed hard. “Uniform?”

Elena laughed softly. “Sweetheart, this is still a job. A very well-paid job. And this—” She gestured at the room, at the silks and straps and impossible shoes. “—is what helps the men choose from the catalogue.”

Cassie’s stomach flipped. Catalogue. That meant her body—her photos—would sit next to other women’s, waiting for a powerful man to decide which fantasy he wanted.

A tiny pulse of humiliation shivered through her.

And right behind it, shamefully, a spark of heat.

Elena noticed. Of course she noticed. “You’re allowed to feel everything, you know. Fear, excitement, disgust, curiosity. There’s no correct emotional setting here. Only honesty.”

Cassie nodded, breath unsteady. “I’ve never done anything like this.”

“I know.” Elena squeezed her shoulder, grounding her. “That’s why I’m here.”

She reached for a drawer and pulled out a sleek black tablet—the kind that looked like it should hold classified documents, not for what she was about to see. She set it on a velvet bench and tapped the screen.

A secure login page flashed: a private, members‑only catalogue site, encrypted, invitation‑only, the same platform the firm used for their secure day-to-day operations. Elena entered her credentials, and rows of thumbnails appeared—high‑resolution, curated, all of them her.

Cassie gasped.

It was Elena. Dozens of her.

Tasteful poses, legs crossed, lingerie hugging her curves.

More revealing ones—Elena lounging back on satin sheets, breasts bared and full, nipples stiff and glossy under oil, the kind of shine that made Cassie’s mouth go dry. Some shots caught the curve of Elena’s underbreast as she arched, silk slipping low enough that it framed her nipples instead of covering them, a deliberate invitation rather than an accident.

Filthy ones—Elena spread wide, fingers parting herself with no shame at all, her folds wet and swollen, her clit pushed forward in a bold, obscene little throb that made the entire image feel like a punch of heat. In others, she was caught mid‑movement, hips lifting off the bed, her own arousal shining on her fingertips as she opened herself for the camera. There was nothing modest about the way her body curved, back taut, mouth open like she was offering the viewer her pleasure.

And the group work—God. Images of Elena with other women, their legs tangled, mouths on breasts, fingers disappearing between thighs. One shot had Elena behind a younger girl, cupping her breasts while kissing the back of her neck, both of them looking at the camera like they knew exactly what they were doing to whoever watched.

Then the ones with men—two, sometimes three—Elena kneeling between them, hands wrapped around their cocks, her lips parted in a sinful half‑smile. In one photo, she was on her knees with her chin lifted, a man’s hand in her hair, her expression wrecked and wicked all at once, like she was seconds away from taking him into her mouth and ruining anyone who dared imagine being in his place.

Cassie’s thighs pressed together involuntarily.

She lifted her eyes. Elena watched her gently—not smug, not judgmental—just waiting.

“Why are you showing me this?” Cassie whispered.

“Because you need to see the whole truth,” Elena said softly, flipping another page. “This is the work. This is the power. This is the part where the girl you were takes a step back, and the woman you’re becoming chooses to exist.”

Cassie looked again at the photos. Elena was unashamed. Beautiful. Confident. Wanted. Commanding in her vulnerability.

Cassie felt small beside that. And yet—something inside her flickered in response, a tiny flame saying: I want to know if I can be that too.

Elena closed the tablet gently, sensing the swirl inside her. “Sweetheart,” she said softly, “don’t let this overwhelm you. Not everything you saw today is going into your catalogue right away. Most of those pictures? They were taken over years. My catalogue is a living thing—I update it as I grow, as I change, as I learn what I like and what I can do.”

Cassie looked up, breath catching.

Elena smiled, warm and grounding. “You’re not expected to do all of that today. Or tomorrow. Or even this year. Today is just your first step. One page of a story you get to write at your own pace.”

A soft chime interrupted her thoughts.

"That’s our photographer," Elena said. "She’s worked with me for six years. Only women. Only discretion. No one touches you unless you want it, and nothing happens you don’t invite.”

Cassie nodded, nerves sparking like static under her skin.

The woman who entered looked like she belonged in an art gallery: short platinum hair, warm brown skin, eyes sharp with creativity. She introduced herself simply—“Naya”—and carried her equipment with a confidence Cassie recognized as the same brand of power Elena wore.

Naya didn’t stare. Didn’t smirk. Didn’t leer. She looked at Cassie the way a painter might assess canvas size—not objectifying, but imagining.

“First time?” Naya asked gently.

Cassie nodded.

"Good. First times are honest. I like honest. Elena, help her choose the starting set?”

Elena moved with purpose, pulling down three options: a soft white lace set—innocent, almost bridal, a deep red garter set—bold, decadent, a sheer black body stocking—leaving almost nothing to imagination

Cassie stared at them, pulse racing.

“I… I don’t know what to pick.”

“You don’t pick,” Elena murmured. “You try.”

***

Ten minutes later Cassie stood before a full-length mirror wearing the white set. It was delicate, sweet—soft lace cups barely holding her breasts, the fabric so thin her nipples pressed through in sharp, needy peaks. The panties were a whisper of lace stretched over her hips, sheer enough that the faint shadow of her pussy lips showed beneath. Noah would’ve torn them off her with his teeth.

Her hands shook—not just from nerves, but from the way her own reflection looked back at her. Bare thighs. Bare stomach. Breasts pushed up like an offering. She looked innocent, yes… but also like a girl moments away from being ruined.

Elena came up behind her and adjusted a strap with slow, careful fingers, her touch trailing over Cassie’s shoulder in a way that felt more like claiming than fixing. “You look like a girl who knows how to pretend she’s innocent,” she murmured, eyes meeting Cassie’s in the mirror.

Cassie’s breath hitched, heat crawling down her spine. “Is that… good?”

“It’s irresistible,” Elena said, her fingers sliding down the back of the lace band, grazing skin. “Men will project whatever they want onto you. Innocent girl. Wicked temptress. Secret whore.” Her hand rested on Cassie’s hip, warm and steady. “It’s all the same source.”

Cassie swallowed hard. The word whore sent a dizzy rush between her legs. She wasn’t one. Not yet. But standing here, half‑naked and trembling under another woman’s touch, she felt dangerously close to stepping over that line—and wanting to.

Naya lifted her camera. “Let’s start simple. Cassie, breathe.”

Cassie inhaled. Exhaled. Her chest rose, the lace straining beautifully over her nipples.

“Hands at your sides. Chin up. Don’t pose—just let me see you.”

The first clicks were soft. Shy. Cassie’s lashes fluttered, mortified by how obviously her nipples pressed through the lace… and how her body responded to being looked at.

“Touch your neck,” Naya said. “Slowly. Like you’re realizing it turns you on to be watched.”

Cassie obeyed, fingertips brushing the curve of her throat, sliding down to her collarbone. Her lips parted. Her eyes darkened. Her body leaned—just slightly—toward the camera.

“That’s it,” Elena whispered behind her, her breath warm against Cassie’s ear. “Good girl.”

Cassie shivered, heat pooling low in her belly.

***

By the time they switched to the red set, Cassie’s embarrassment had loosened into something warmer. Not confidence exactly—but surrender. Acceptance.

Elena fastened the garter straps for her, fingers grazing Cassie’s thighs in gentle, professional sweeps. Cassie’s breath stuttered.

“You’re trembling again,” Elena said. “But differently now.”

Cassie blushed. “I… don’t know what’s happening to me.”

“You’re waking up,” Elena murmured.

Naya circled her. “On the bed this time. Hands behind you for balance. Knees open just a little.”

Cassie obeyed, unsure—but the mattress dipped under her weight, the garter straps biting lightly into her hips as her thighs parted.

“More,” Naya said softly.

Cassie parted her knees an inch, the red lace stretching, outlining the soft swell of her pussy beneath.

“More.”

Her breath caught as she opened wider, the garter pulling her thighs taut, the lace dragging between her folds, catching on her heat, framing her in a way that felt intentionally enticing—posed—like she was being arranged for someone else’s hunger.

Cool air kissed the damp spot forming beneath the fabric, and Cassie felt herself pulse against it, her whole body reacting to how exposed she suddenly was.

“Perfect,” Naya murmured.

Elena settled beside her on the bed, close enough that Cassie felt the warmth of her thigh through the thin red lace. Not touching yet—just presence, heat, reassurance—but her nearness alone made Cassie’s nipples tighten visibly through the cups.

Elena noticed. She always noticed.

Without a word, she reached up and slipped her fingers beneath one of the lace straps, guiding it slowly off Cassie’s shoulder. The movement was unhurried, almost reverent. The strap slid down her arm, baring more of her breast, the soft curve rising with each shaky breath.

“Beautiful,” Elena murmured, her voice warm and low.

Her knuckle grazed the swell of Cassie’s breast—light, teasing, intentional. Cassie’s lips parted in a soft, involuntary sound.

Then Elena leaned in, her mouth brushing the bare skin of Cassie’s shoulder—just the faintest ghost of a kiss. A warm press. A promise. Cassie gasped, her body arching toward it without permission.

Elena smiled against her skin.

“Let yourself be touched,” she whispered.

Her hand moved higher, cupping Cassie’s breast gently through the lace, thumb brushing the peaked nipple beneath. Cassie’s back arched instantly, a small cry slipping out.

“That’s it,” Elena breathed. “Your body knows what it wants long before your mind does.”

She rolled Cassie’s nipple between her thumb and forefinger—slow, deliberate, tightening until Cassie felt the sensation shoot between her legs.

Cassie whimpered.

Elena dipped her head and pressed a soft kiss just above the lace cup, lips grazing the upper swell of Cassie’s breast—then another, closer to the nipple, her breath warm enough to make Cassie shiver.

A tiny, desperate sound escaped Cassie’s throat.

Elena pulled back only enough to look into her eyes. “Good girl. Let it happen.” “You’re doing beautifully.”

Cassie’s eyes fluttered at the praise, her stomach tightening at how easily Elena’s voice seemed to slip beneath her skin.

“Touch your thigh,” Elena said gently.

Cassie let her hand drift down, fingertips grazing the warm skin just above her knee.

“Higher.”

Cassie swallowed and obeyed, sliding her hand up the soft inside of her thigh.

“Higher.”

Her breath shook as her fingers neared the edge of her panties, the lace brushing her knuckles. The heat there was unmistakable—throbbing, needy, humiliatingly real. Her fingertips trembled as they grazed the damp seam.

Naya’s voice softened, approving. “Cassie… let your hand explore. Don’t think. Just feel.”

Cassie hesitated, shame and desire tangling in her chest—then she slid her fingers fully over the thin lace.

The friction was immediate. A sharp, electric drag right over her clit that made her hips jerk.

She gasped, eyes fluttering shut.

“It’s alright,” Elena murmured, leaning closer, her breath warm on Cassie’s cheek. “You’re not performing. You’re discovering what already lives inside you.”

Cassie’s breath trembled, her fingers pressing harder, rubbing in tiny circles as the lace grew wetter under her touch.

“That’s it,” Elena cooed. “Good girl. Let yourself feel how badly your body wants.”

Cassie’s thighs parted further on instinct, her knees falling open in a soft, helpless display.

Click.

Click.

Click.

Each shutter matched the throb between her legs.

The room thickened with heat—her own scent mixing with the warm studio lights, the silk sheets beneath her turning into a stage for something she didn’t know she was capable of.

Her fingers moved again—slower, sliding deliberately over the swollen outline of her clit, the lace catching against her in a way that made her whimper.

“Do you want help?” Elena asked softly.

Cassie didn’t trust her voice. She nodded, already trembling. Elena’s presence felt like gravity, pulling her deeper into herself.

Elena’s hand slid gently over Cassie’s—guiding her fingers in a slow, circling motion that made Cassie’s whole body jolt.

“Oh—” Cassie gasped, legs twitching.

“Shh,” Elena soothed, lips near her ear. “Just let the feeling come. No shame.”

Cassie’s breath stuttered again as Elena’s fingers nudged hers lower, tracing the shape of her through the lace.

Naya captured every tremble.

“You’re beautiful like this,” Elena whispered. “Open, wanting, discovering what you can be.”

Cassie’s hips tilted on instinct.

And then Elena’s hand gently, carefully, slid inside the lace beside Cassie’s—her fingertips brushing the bare, slick heat of Cassie’s pussy with a tenderness so deliberate it felt like worship.

Cassie’s entire body jolted. The lace shifted as Elena eased it aside just enough to touch her properly, skin to skin. The contact was feather‑light at first—barely there—but even that ghost of pressure made Cassie moan, her hips lifting off the sheets in a helpless, pleading tilt.

“There you go,” Elena murmured, her lips almost touching Cassie’s ear. “Feel how ready you are… how your body opens the moment someone gives you permission to want.”

Elena guided Cassie’s fingers lower, pressing them directly into the wetness pooling between her folds. Cassie felt it—felt herself —warm and slippery and embarrassing and erotic all at once. Her breath broke into little shuddering whimpers as their hands moved together, Elena setting the pace, slow and sinful.

The lace scraped lightly against Cassie’s clit every time Elena circled her fingers, sending sparks up her spine. Her thighs shook violently, her knees falling wider apart as if her body were begging for more exposure, more touch, more of this.

Elena pressed a single fingertip right over Cassie’s clit—firm, precise, devastating.

Cassie cried out, a sound caught between shock and surrender.

“That’s it,” Elena breathed. “Let your body talk. Don’t hide from what it’s telling you.”

Cassie’s pussy pulsed around nothing, desperate and clenched, her slick coating both their fingers. Every movement made a soft, obscene sound—wet, needy, real.

She rocked into Elena’s hand without meaning to, chasing the pressure like she’d been starved for it.

Naya’s breath hitched quietly, the camera trembling for a second as she caught the perfect angle—Cassie spread open, flushed, shaking, her panties pulled aside just enough to show the glistening pink beneath, two hands working her into someone new. “Hold that… yes… perfect.”

Cassie’s back arched, her breasts lifting beautifully with the motion—so exposed, so wanting—that Elena couldn’t help but lean down and kiss the swell of one soft, trembling mound. Not rushed. Not hungry. Worshipful. Her lips brushed the warm skin, then parted just enough for her tongue to flick the edge of Cassie’s nipple through the lace.

Cassie gasped, the sound raw and startled. Her nipple tightened instantly, straining toward Elena’s mouth like it had its own need. Elena rewarded it—closing her lips around it through the thin fabric, sucking just enough to make Cassie’s hips buck.

“Oh—God—Elena—”

“Shh,” Elena murmured against her breast, the vibration sending another jolt straight between Cassie’s legs. “Let yourself feel everything.”

She slid the cup of the bra lower with her free hand, just enough to bare Cassie’s nipple completely. The cool air hit it for a heartbeat—before Elena’s mouth closed over it, warm, wet, perfect.

Cassie cried out, arching harder, pushing her breast into Elena’s mouth. Elena sucked gently, then nipped—soft but deliberate—earning a choked moan that echoed off the studio walls.

Naya was breathing harder now too, the camera clicking in reverent rhythm. “Beautiful… hold that… Cassie, don’t hide from how good that feels.”

Elena drew her tongue in a slow circle around the swollen peak, then pulled back just enough to blow a warm breath over it. The nipple twitched violently.

Cassie’s thighs fell open even wider, her body giving itself away completely.

“That’s my girl,” Elena whispered, kissing the center of Cassie’s chest before lifting her head. “Look how easily you open when someone sees you.”

As their hands kept moving between Cassie’s legs—slick, slow, obscene—Elena brought her mouth back to Cassie’s other breast, tugging the lace down to expose it. She dragged her tongue over the nipple, swirling once—twice—before taking it fully into her mouth with a soft, hungry suck.

Cassie’s entire body jolted as if electricity had run through her.

Her fingers curled helplessly against the sheets. Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate and aching. Her breath came in broken gasps as Elena alternated between circling her clit below and sucking her nipples above—pleasure meeting itself from two directions and crashing together hard enough to make her dizzy.

She could barely process what was happening—Elena’s mouth at her breasts, Elena’s fingers guiding hers inside her panties, the warmth of another woman’s breath on her skin, the sound of Naya whispering encouragement behind the shutter-clicking sound of the camera.

Every part of her was being awakened, called forward, unraveled.

She wasn’t exactly touching herself.

She wasn’t exactly being touched.

She was being undone —kiss by kiss, stroke by stroke—guided into becoming someone she had once only fantasized about.

And Elena—steady, patient, warm—was the one helping her cross the threshold.

When it was over, Cassie collapsed into Elena’s arms without meaning to—boneless, trembling, eyes unfocused from everything she’d felt and everything she’d allowed herself to feel.

Elena held her carefully, stroking her hair. “You did so well, sweetheart. Better than you think.”

Cassie let out a ragged breath. “I don’t know who I am right now.”

Elena kissed the top of her head. “You’re exactly who you need to be. And this”—her hand skimmed Cassie’s hip reassuringly—“was just the beginning.

“There will be men,” Elena murmured. “There will be women. There may be more than one at once. But none of it will break you. It will shape you.”

Cassie trembled, but she didn’t pull away. Not from the truth. Not from the future. Not from Elena.

Elena hugged her tighter. “Let’s take a small break before the next outfit, we’ll get you cleaned up and pour a drink. You’ve earned it.”

Cassie nodded weakly.

She had earned something.

She just wasn’t sure if it was pride… or surrender.

Or both.


Chapter VII

Cassie didn’t leave Elena’s penthouse right away. Even after the cameras were packed, after the last outfit was thrown into the laundry-hamper, after Elena kissed her forehead and told her she’d done better than any first-timer had ever done… Cassie couldn’t move. Her legs still trembled. Her throat felt tight. Her body hummed with the kind of aftershocks she’d only ever felt with Noah — but sharper, stranger, tinged with a heat that didn’t belong to anything she’d known before today.

It was the last outfit that did it.

The black bodystocking — sheer as smoke, clinging to her skin like a second, shameless layer. It covered nothing, revealed everything. She’d looked in the mirror and hardly recognized herself. Her nipples pressed against the fabric like dark, swollen points. Her pussy was visible through it — the soft outline of her lips, the faintest shine of her wetness.

And Elena, standing behind her, whispering, “This is the one that will make the men stop scrolling.”

Cassie had felt that.

Then the shoot turned filthy.

Naya didn’t ask for it. Elena did.

“Sweetheart… spread your legs a little more.”

Cassie obeyed.

“Now hold this.”

The dildo was warm from Elena’s hand. Thick. Heavier than Cassie expected, and unmistakably larger than Noah’s cock, the only one she’d known for the last five years of her life.  The comparison hit her so hard her breath caught, her heart pounding like she’d bruise from the inside.

“We only go as far as you want,” Elena promised. “But they need to see how you take instruction. How your body answers.”

Cassie swallowed air that didn’t seem to reach her lungs. She nodded.

The first push — even through the slit in the bodystocking — made Cassie’s breath break. Her pussy swallowed the toy greedily, wet and open from everything Elena had already done to her.

Naya’s camera clicked. Slowly at first. Then faster.

Elena knelt beside her, kissing Cassie’s thigh while guiding the toy deeper. “Good girl… let it stretch you.”

Cassie moaned — loud, desperate, ruined — her back arching, her hands clutching the sheets. Her thighs trembled violently as the bodystocking stretched over her pussy, the thin fabric darkening with wetness. She could feel the drag of her slick against the toy every time Elena pushed it deeper—slow, possessive, like she was training Cassie’s body to open for the camera and for her new 'job'.

She came like that. Not quickly—slowly, helplessly, her body tightening around the intrusion, then breaking open in shudder after shudder. Her nipples strained through the mesh, hard enough to hurt; her toes curled; her breath came out in ragged cries she didn’t recognize as her own.

Hard. Messy. Crying out Elena’s name. Her legs shaking so violently that Elena had to hold her by the hips to keep her steady for the camera.

It was obscene.

It was art.

It was the moment Cassie realized she could be the kind of woman men paid fortunes to touch.

And Noah… Noah was the man she had to go home to after doing it.

***

That night, Cassie sat cross-legged on their bed, still smelling faintly of Elena’s perfume and studio lights, while Noah listened.

Really listened.

She told him everything.

Not a summarized version. Not a softened version. And definitely not a morally tidy version.

She told him about the outfits. About Elena. About Frank. About the marriage. The dildo. The orgasm she couldn’t hold back. Elena’s mouth on her breasts. How it felt to be touched and watched by another woman. How it felt to like being watched and touched.

Noah didn’t interrupt. Didn’t look away. Didn’t try to swallow the truth down and pretend it didn’t burn.

He looked devastated. Turned on. Jealous. Terrified. Proud. All at once.

When she described the orgasm — the exact moment she broke apart for Elena — Noah closed his eyes and exhaled like someone had punched him.

“Cass,” he whispered, “I don’t know what to do with how that makes me feel.”

She knew. She felt the same — split open between love and something darker, hotter.

Noah ran a hand through his hair. “You’re really becoming this. Aren’t you?”

Cassie’s throat tightened. “I think I already started.”

He swallowed hard. “My wife… becoming a wh—” He couldn’t say it. He shook his head, jaw clenched. “I want to be okay. I want to support you. I want… I want to understand what you’re turning into.”

Cassie reached for his hand. He took it, squeezing like he needed the anchor.

“Just… don’t leave me behind,” he said quietly.

She kissed him — slow, shaking, hungry — the taste of guilt and desire tangled on their tongues.

“I won’t,” she whispered.

And she meant it.

But meaning it didn’t stop what happened next.

Later that night, when the lights were off and the room finally quiet, Noah reached for her. Not aggressively. Not even confidently. Just a husband wanting his wife — needing her in the only way he’d ever known.

His hand slid over her hip, fingers tracing the curve he’d touched a thousand times. His breath trembled against her shoulder. “Cass… can we…?”

She knew what he meant. His cock was already hard against her thigh — thick, pulsing, needy in that familiar way she’d fallen in love with years ago.

Her heart squeezed painfully.

“No,” she whispered.

He froze. “No?”

Cassie turned to face him, cupping his cheek. “I have my first appointment tomorrow. Elena said I have to abstain before, at the least  - a day. It’s… part of the contract.”

The word hit him visibly. Contract. Like her body belonged to someone else now for scheduled hours.

He swallowed. “Right. Okay. Yeah.”

Cassie bit her lip, guilt tightening in her chest. “I can still… help you.” She reached down, fingers brushing his length through the sheets. “A handjob. Or my mouth. Whatever you want. I just can’t—”

“No.” His voice cracked, quiet but firm. He caught her wrist gently and brought her hand away. “You don’t have to do that. I’ll wait.”

She blinked. “Are you sure?”

He nodded, jaw tense. “If you’re going to do this… then I want to do it right. I want to wait for you. The real way.”

Cassie’s chest tightened. She kissed him softly, but he didn’t deepen it — he couldn’t.

When they lay back down, his back turned to her just a little, she could see the outline of him under the sheets — hard as a rock, the tension in his body unmistakable.

He went to sleep like that. Hard. Silent. His cock visibly straining the sheets, his breathing shallow and uneven. Wanting her—aching for her—but forcing himself to pull back, to be noble, to let her body belong to someone else tomorrow. Cassie lay awake beside him, staring at the bulge he refused to touch, guilt and desire churning in her belly.

It broke something tender in her.

But meaning it didn’t stop the next call.

***

The next morning, Cassie’s phone buzzed with a notification from the firm.

FIRST APPOINTMENT CONFIRMED.

Client: Victor Klein 
Location: Mr.Klein's   Private Penthouse , 
Time: 2:00 PM. Daytime discretion protocol active 
Wardrobe & transport: Scheduled. Stylist en route. Car at 1:15 PM.

Cassie’s stomach dropped.

Victor.

The chairman.

The boss’s boss at the firm. The man whose eyes had lingered on her legs during the interview. A man who didn’t need to pay for anything in life — and yet was choosing to pay for her.

Cassie stared at the screen until Noah came up behind her, hands settling on her hips.

“Is that… the first one?” he asked.

She nodded.

His fingers tightened slightly — not enough to hurt, but enough to say he felt everything.

“What do you need from me?” he asked, voice low.

Cassie didn’t know. Not yet. Her heart was pounding too fast to think.

Noah exhaled. “Okay. We’ll figure it out.”

***

Thankfully, the roommates had already left for work — no curious eyes, no awkward explanations, just quiet. Noah had taken the entire day off to be with her, hovering close without crowding, trying to be steady for her even as she saw his nerves tightening under his skin.

But as the clock crept closer to noon, he grew restless. Pacing. Checking the hallway. Rubbing the back of his neck like he was preparing for impact.

Just before the knock came, he kissed her — soft but trembling — and whispered, “I’m getting too anxious sitting here. I’ll go for a run. Call me once the stylist leaves. I’ll be back before you walk out that door. I promise.”

She nodded, heart squeezing, and watched him jog down the stairwell two steps at a time.

The stylist arrived at 11:40, a middle aged woman named Mara, sharp-eyed and elegant older woman, carrying garment bags filled with outfits Cassie had never imagined wearing outside a fantasy.

Silk dress — thigh-high slit. 
Black lingerie — minimal as ink strokes. 
Perfume — subtle, expensive, addictive. 
Shoes — stilettos that made Cassie feel taller and more breakable at the same time.

Mara didn’t ask questions. Only smiled knowingly.

When Cassie slipped into the dress, Mara adjusted the neckline until Cassie’s breasts sat perfectly framed, like an invitation Victor wouldn’t be able to ignore.

“Elena said you’d be nervous,” Mara said as she curled Cassie’s hair. “That’s good. Men like nerves. They read as sincerity.”

Cassie swallowed. “Any advice?”

Mara’s smile sharpened. “Yes. They've not hired you for the sex.”

Cassie blinked. “If not for that, then for what?”

“They've hired you for the control.”

Before Cassie could answer, her phone buzzed again and it was Elena this time.

She answered immediately.

“Sweetheart,” Elena said, voice warm, smooth, grounding. “I hear you’re with Mara. Listen to me — Victor likes professionalism. Precision. He’ll test you, but he’s not cruel. If he praises you, even a little, it means you’re doing better than most girls ever do.”

Cassie’s breath trembled. “What do I do when I get there?”

A soft laugh. “Want him. Not like a schoolgirl. Not like a porn star. Like a woman who knows the power of wanting.”

Cassie closed her eyes. “And if I’m scared?”

“Then you’re exactly where you should be.”

***

At 1:15, the car arrived.

Black. Silent. Tinted.

Noah stood with her on the curb, eyes dragging over every inch of her—trying, failing, needing to see the woman hidden under the coat. The not-seeing made it filthier. His imagination painted her body in strokes far more explicit than reality: the dress hugging her thighs like a lover’s hand, the lingerie cupping her breasts so they’d spill forward the moment she unbuttoned anything, the soft, warm outline of her pussy under silk—bare, smooth, fuckable.

The overcoat made it worse. Made it better. Made it unbearable.

Noah’s mind undressed her slowly, the way he had a thousand times in their five years together — but now with the brutal knowledge that another man would get to see the real thing today. His breath shook. His cock throbbed. His stomach twisted with jealousy so sharp it felt sexual.

He didn’t say anything at first—just stared at her like he was watching his wife walk out of their marriage and into a fantasy he wasn’t sure he was allowed to have.

The full-length overcoat she’d buttoned to her throat hid the wicked, slutty outfit beneath—the silk dress that clung to her breasts and hips like sweat, the lingerie that wasn’t really lingerie at all, more of a pledge to be peeled away—but Noah knew every sinful piece she wore. Knew exactly how she looked under there.

That knowledge made his knees weak. Made his cock swell painfully against his pants. Made part of him want to drag her back inside and fuck her hard enough to leave marks while the other part knew she had to walk away and be desired by someone else.

It destroyed him. And it turned him on.

“You look…” He swallowed. “Cass, you look like someone who belongs to a world I’ve never been in.”

She touched his cheek. “I still belong with you.”

He nodded, but she saw the flicker of doubt — or fear — or jealousy — or all of it.

When she stepped into the car, Noah held the door a second longer than necessary.

“Text me when you get there,” he murmured.

“I will.”

The door closed and the car pulled away.

Cassie looked at her reflection in the tinted glass — the outfit, the makeup, the parted lips, the pulse beating fast in her throat.

She didn’t look like the girl who walked into Elena’s penthouse yesterday.

She looked like someone a man like Victor Klein could ruin.

And she wasn’t sure if she wanted him to.


Chapter VIII

Cassie didn’t understand how the air inside a luxury penthouse could feel heavier than the bustling city outside... Victor’s world pressed against her skin the second she stepped through the door.

Just minutes earlier, as the car pulled into the underground parking, she had texted Noah a quick “I’m here.”  Her hands were shaking so badly she almost misspelled it. He replied instantly— “I love you. Be safe.” —a message she reread twice before the driver opened her door and guided her toward the private elevator.

The driver had walked her up, silent and poised, leaving her at the threshold like a gift being delivered. And Victor stood there already waiting, already watching, already assessing her with that unreadable, self-contained authority that made her knees soften before he even touched her.

“Come in, Cassie.”

His tone wasn’t cruel. It didn’t need to be. It carried the weight of someone who was used to having the world tilt toward him.

Cassie’s fingers tightened around the belt of the long camel-colored overcoat she’d worn over her dress. She suddenly felt ridiculous standing there wrapped in something so modest when everything beneath it had been chosen for the exact opposite purpose.

She shrugged the coat off her shoulders—slowly, almost shyly—and folded it over her arm. The driver stepped forward, took it from her without a word, hung it in the coat rack and vanished down the private elevator corridor.

Now she felt exposed. Bare. Properly presented.

Only then did she step inside.

The door shut behind her with a soft, final click.

Her heartbeat moved into her throat. The penthouse around her was impossibly still—floor‑to‑ceiling glass revealing the entire city spread out in glittering grids below, the kind of view only rich folks like Victor ever owned. Everything was sharp lines and quiet wealth: dark marble floors, brushed‑steel accents, a bar stocked with bottles she couldn’t pronounce, and furniture arranged with the kind of precision that made her feel like even the air had been curated. It didn’t look lived in. It looked controlled.

Victor didn’t move toward her—not yet. He let her stand there in her heels and her trembling, expensive little dress Mara had helped her into. Let her feel his eyes travel down her body slowly enough that she felt undressed already.

“Show me what you’re wearing underneath.”

Cassie froze. That quickly. No warm-up. No drink. No small talk.

Her breath left her in a shaky exhale, embarrassment blooming hot under her skin. She lifted the hem of her dress slowly, inch by inch, revealing the thin black lace underneath.

Victor’s gaze darkened—not with surprise, but with approval.

“Higher.”

She obeyed.

Her thighs, the soft swell of her hips, the tiny triangle of lace doing nothing to hide how wet she already was... all of it came into view. Victor stepped closer, one hand reaching out but not touching her yet.

“Put the dress down.”

She did. Instantly...

“Now take it off.”

Her throat tightened. Her fingers felt clumsy at the back zipper. She wished she didn’t look as desperate as she felt—her breath quick, her chest rising, her nipples pushing against the fabric. But Victor noticed everything. Of course he did.

When the dress fell, pooling around her heels, Cassie stood in nothing but lingerie, heels and the shame that made her thighs press together.

“Turn around.”

She turned.

“Slower.”

She tried again—this time letting him see the tremble in her spine, the way her ass tightened when she moved. She could hear him step closer. Feel him just behind her. Warmth radiated off him, deliberate, controlled.

Two fingers traced the line of her lower back.

Cassie gasped.

“So responsive,” Victor murmured. “Good.”

He didn’t praise her like someone who gave compliments. He praised her like someone evaluating a purchase.

His fingers slid to the clasp of her bra and paused.

“Say it,” he said quietly, almost gently.

Cassie’s breath hitched. “Wh‑what do you want me to say?”

Victor’s fingers lingered at the clasp of her bra, the metal warm from her body heat.

“Say the position you’re stepping into,” he murmured. His tone was soft, but it carried the weight of a signature on paper, of dotted lines and irrevocable roles.

Cassie’s knees wobbled. “I… I’m stepping into the position that serves you.”

A faint, approving sound left him—barely audible, but sharp enough to carve itself into her memory.

“And what’s the value you add here?” he asked, voice lower now, as if coaxing the truth from her.

Cassie’s chest tightened. Shame, heat, the surreal understanding of exactly what she’d agreed to… all of it pooled inside her.

“My body,” she whispered. “That’s… the value I add.”

The clasp came undone.

The straps slipped from her shoulders. The bra fell forward and dropped to the floor.

Victor’s low hum of approval vibrated down her spine.

“Turn back around.”

She did—breasts bare, nipples tight, her chest rising in a shudder she couldn’t hide. Her breasts looked impossibly exposed in the cool penthouse air, the soft weight of them lifting with each shaky inhale. Victor was now close enough that she felt his breath against her collarbone. His hands came up, slow and unrushed, and he cupped her breasts fully, thumbs brushing over her nipples with an almost clinical interest.

He tested their weight in his palms, squeezing just enough to make her gasp, then dragged his thumbs across the tight peaks again, watching how her body reacted. Only then did he step back, just far enough to look at her completely, his gaze moving over her like a man taking in the body of a woman he fully intended to break in and set to his standard.

“You’ll come to understand this, Cassie,” he said. ”Your husband may hold your heart, but what’s between your legs?”

He let his gaze fall to her soaked lace.

“That belongs to me now. At least for the next hour or so…” He added a small, knowing wink—subtle, confident, as if to remind her he meant every word.

Her breath hitched. She didn’t know if she was trembling from fear or wanting.

Victor walked to a low chair and sat, legs spreading in an unhurried sweep that made the leather creak under his weight. From this angle, with his back relaxed against the chair and his knees parted in casual authority, his presence didn’t simply fill the room, rather it dominated it.

“On your knees.”

Cassie’s breath caught. Her body moved before her mind did, sinking down just as he’d instructed, the cool marble biting into her skin through the thin nylon of her stockings.

“Good girl.” His voice had a warmth to it now—not kind, but satisfied. “Now crawl.”

Her palms met the polished floor, and she felt the subtle give of waxed stone under her fingertips. Her cheeks flamed as she shifted forward, each movement slow, her hips swaying without meaning to, her breasts hanging heavy and exposed as she lowered herself further. She hated how embarrassed she felt… yet her pussy only grew wetter the closer she crawled to this older man she barely knew.

The distance between them felt endless. Every quiet drag of her knee against the floor seemed to echo in the vast penthouse. Victor didn’t take his eyes off her—not even once.

Cassie felt her nipples brush the air each time she moved. She became acutely aware of how her back arched as she crawled, how her ass framed by that barely-there piece of underwear lifted with every shift of her weight. This was the first time she’d ever crawled to a man for sex—much less a man she had met only yesterday, a man twice her age, a man who now sat several rungs above her in this new… structure she’d stepped; no, crawled into.

When she finally reached him, her breath trembling, Victor lifted one large hand and rested it against her cheek—his thumb grazing the corner of her mouth, as if testing the heat of her skin and the readiness of her lips.

“Open your mouth.”

Her heartbeat thudded once—hard—before dropping to her stomach. She parted her glossed lips because her body seemed to know before she did that this man didn’t repeat himself. Victor didn’t have to.

He unzipped his trousers with a slow, practiced motion, as if he’d done this exact thing a thousand times and never once doubted how the woman in front of him would react. And when he freed his cock—thick, heavy, already hard—Cassie’s breath caught like something inside her chest had snapped.

That’s not Noah.

The thought struck her with a sharp, bewildering clarity.

This was the first cock besides her husband’s she had seen, touched, or tasted in years. He came from a tier of life she and Noah had only ever brushed up against, someone she hadn’t even known forty-eight hours ago—yet here she was, kneeling, opening herself for him because this was the job now. Her lips parted wider without him needing to tell her.

“Kiss the head first.”

Her cheeks flushed so hot she wondered if he could feel the heat rising off her. But she leaned in anyway, because she did  understand this part. This was what they trained her for. What Elena had hinted at. What the obscene salary was actually  buying.

She pressed the softest kiss to the head of his cock—warm, slick, pulsing faintly under her lips.

Victor inhaled sharply.

“Again.”

She kissed him again. Slower this time. More conscious. It A trembling little surrender.

A ribbon of shame curled low in her stomach.

A stranger. I’m kissing a stranger’s cock. My boss’s cock.

A surge of heat followed it.

And I’m going to do this for other men too. Not just Victor.

Now his voice dropped, smoother, darker.

“Put it in your mouth.”

Cassie’s pulse stuttered. Her breath shook. But she obeyed—opening wider, guiding him past her lips, feeling the weight of his cock settle onto her tongue.

Her throat tightened—the unfamiliar girth overwhelming. Tears pricked when she pushed herself deeper, her muscles fighting the intrusion.

Victor exhaled, deep and approving. “There she is.”

Those words flooded her with an unsteady, humiliating pride.

Her saliva slicked his cock as she took him again, deeper this time, letting her throat learn  him. Victor didn’t shove. He didn’t force. He simply held her—his fingers curling lightly into her hair, steadying her, guiding her, like he was teaching her how to breathe.

“Breathe through your nose. Good. Again. Take more.”

She tried. She pushed herself down farther, gagging softly when the head hit the back of her throat. Her eyes watered. Her knees trembled.

He held her there—not cruelly, but with a quiet authority that told her this is what is expected of you . This is what makes her different from some street girl. This seems to be part of the 'corporate' standard, part of the role, part of why she was being paid what she was being paid.

I’m really doing this. I’m really on my knees sucking my boss’s cock.

And this won’t be the last one. There will be others. More after him.

And strangely the realization, contrary to what she expected to do to her, didn’t horrify her.

It electrified her.

When Victor finally let her pull back, Cassie gasped—eyes wet, chest heaving, spit running down her chin in a thin, humiliating line.

Victor wiped it with his thumb, slow and decisive.

“Beautiful.”

Cassie felt the word slide over her skin like a warm hand. Pride rose first—quick, bright—followed immediately by a flush of shame that settled low in her belly. The combination made her thighs press together instinctively, her body already betraying her.

“Now stand up. Slowly.”

She rose on shaky legs, every inch of movement making her aware of how open her mouth had been around him moments ago… how her spit still clung faintly to his cock… how her body was already adjusting to this role she’d agreed to. The room felt hotter. Her skin felt thinner.

Victor stood too, towering, composed, utterly unfazed by her trembling.

“Take off the panties.”

Cassie’s fingers slipped beneath the lace, dragging it down her hips. The fabric clung stubbornly to her wetness before peeling away—strings of slick arousal catching the penthouse light as the panties dropped to her ankles. Her thighs glistened, betraying everything she didn’t dare say aloud.

Victor’s low exhale told her exactly how much he saw.

He touched her inner thigh with two fingers, the pads of them cool against her overheated skin. He traced upward—slow, maddening—drawing a line of sensation that felt like it rewired her spine.

Up… higher… higher…

Until he reached her slit.

Cassie moaned helplessly, her knees softening. He hadn’t even entered her, yet she felt possessed.

“Lie on the bed. Face up.”

She moved instantly, breath already shaking, slipping onto the mattress with the obedience of someone who’d crossed a threshold she couldn’t uncross. The sheets were cool against her back, and the contrast made her nipples tighten even more.

Victor removed his jacket with unhurried precision. He rolled his sleeves slowly, exposing the firm planes of his forearms. He watched her squirm—watched her thighs rub together without permission—as if her reactions were part of his afternoon’s entertainment.

“You’re going to spread your legs for me.”

Cassie let her knees fall open, her pussy glistening under the soft lights.

“Wider.”

She obeyed again—her legs trembling as they stretched farther apart, her breath catching at how exposed she felt… how exposed she looked . Her swollen lips parted slightly as the cool air kissed her heat, and she felt the ache between her legs sharpen into something desperate.

Victor positioned himself between her thighs, his cock heavy against her entrance. Cassie’s breath hitched, her body arching in desperate need.

“Look at me,” he said.

Her eyes met his.

“You’ll remember this.”

He pushed in inch-by-literal inch.

Cassie’s breath broke as she was caught somewhere between a half gasp, and a half cry as he worked his way in. He was thick. Too thick. But her body opened for him, wet and ready despite the shock.

“Good girl,” Victor murmured as he pushed deeper, inch by devastating inch. His tone wasn’t praise—it was assessment, a quiet acknowledgment of how perfectly her body opened around him.

Cassie’s fingers clawed the sheets, her back arching in a sharp, uncontrollable bow. She felt every bit of him—thick, insistent—stretching her in a way Noah never had, filling places she didn’t know could ache and throb at the same time. Her breath stuttered, breaking into tiny, fractured sounds that didn’t sound like her.

When Victor bottomed out, she whimpered—a soft, animal sound.

And for one dizzy, disloyal second, Noah’s face flashed in her mind.

Not in judgment. Not even in jealousy.

Just… Noah. The man who held her every night. The man whose cock had been the only one inside her for years. The man who had kissed her forehead that morning and told her he loved her.

He has no idea how deep I’m being taken right now… how full I am… how different it feels…

The thought didn’t stop the pleasure. It sharpened it—made her breath break, made her nails curl into the sheets, made her hips lift as if offering herself even more openly.

Noah wanted me to choose this.

And I did.

The realization rippled through her just as Victor shifted his grip on her hips, pulling her back into the moment with a deliberate, claiming certainty.—her body overwhelmed, stretched to its limit, pinned by the sheer presence of him inside her.

Victor didn’t move. He stayed perfectly still, letting the moment sit heavy between them. His eyes drank in her trembling, her parted lips, the way her thighs quivered around him.

“Tell me how it feels,” he said, voice low, steady.

Cassie swallowed a cry. “S-so full,” she breathed. “Victor—I can’t—”

“Yes, you can.” His hands slid to her hips, anchoring her. “You’re built for this.”

He drew back slowly, dragging every thick inch along the slick, trembling walls of her pussy before thrusting back in, deeper, harder, with a precision that made her gasp. Her eyes rolled back, lashes fluttering, her voice breaking into soft, helpless noises she couldn’t hold back.

“It feels…” she gasped between thrusts, her words catching on her own pleasure, “so much—too much—I can’t even think—Victor, it feels like you’re inside parts of me no one’s ever touched.”

Victor fucked her with a deliberate control—slow enough to make her feel the shape of him, but firm enough that each stroke pushed a helpless moan from her throat. Her confession hung in the air between them, raw and trembling.

Victor’s mouth curved—not quite a smile, not quite cruelty. Something darker. Something satisfied.

"Of course it feels different," he murmured, his voice dipping into the space between her breaths.

He punctuated the words with a slow, deliberate thrust that made her gasp, her nails biting into the sheets.

"This—" another thrust, deeper, firmer, "—is what you’re paid for. To offer a body that can take men like me. To feel it. To remember it."

Cassie’s eyes fluttered, her chest heaving.

He adjusted her hips, tilting her pelvis, opening her even more for him like he knew her body better than she did.

And just then—between one deep thrust and the next—Victor pulled her up against him, his mouth brushing the edge of her jaw as his breath stroked her ear.

“Your husband is a lucky man,” he murmured, voice thick with possession. “Not many men marry a woman built like this.”

The words detonated inside her—humiliation, pride, heat, all twisting together until her body arched helplessly against him.

She would remember that line later. She would whisper it to Noah, breath shaking, because it branded her as surely as his cock splitting her open now.

When she clenched around him—tight, desperate—he let out a low, appreciative sound.

“That’s it,” he breathed. “Take it. Let me feel you squeeze.”

Cassie didn’t recognize the sounds spilling out of her anymore—they were too raw, too needy, too much like she’d wanted this longer than she was willing to admit.

Her orgasm arrived fast, terrifyingly fast—sharp and humiliating and impossible to contain. She felt it coil low in her belly, felt her thighs shake uncontrollably.

“Victor—I’m—oh God—”

“Come,” he ordered, voice a dark command.

Cassie shattered.

Her orgasm slammed through her—violent, flooding, ripping a cry from her that echoed off the penthouse walls. Her back arched off the mattress, her breasts lifting high, her thighs shaking so hard the bed shuddered beneath them. Victor held her down with firm, unyielding hands, fucking her through it—harder now, deeper, each thrust claiming the spasming grip of her pussy.

Her climax dragged out in long, whimpering waves, pleasure spilling over itself in a messy, uncontrollable rush.

When her orgasm finally collapsed into trembling aftershocks, Victor gripped her hips, pulled her to the very edge of the bed, and thrust deeper—filling the raw, overstimulated ache of her until she gasped all over again.

His voice thickened. “I’m going to cum inside you.”

Cassie’s eyes flew open. Shame, heat, panic all surged.

“You’ll take it,” Victor said. “And you’ll thank me.”

She nodded desperately. “Yes—yes—please—Victor—”

He groaned—low, guttural—and pushed deep, holding her hips still.

Cassie felt the first hot pulse of his release spill inside her.

She moaned at the shock of it.

Victor stayed inside her until every slow, thick pulse was emptied, breathing steadily through his nose, fingers gripping her thighs as if anchoring her.

When he finally pulled out, his cum slid from her in a slow, humiliating warmth.

Victor watched it.

Then looked at her.

“Good,” he said softly. “You passed.”

Cassie’s heart stuttered.

He cleaned himself casually, then brought a warm cloth between her legs—slow, precise, clinical. Not affectionate. Not unkind. Just…responsible.

“You’ll go home now,” he said, brushing the cloth once more along her tender slit. “The driver will take you.”

Cassie tried to sit up, but her legs trembled.

Victor steadied her shoulders.

“And Cassie—” She looked up at him, chest still rising fast. “You’ll follow the contracts aftercare instructions exactly. No sex with your husband until tomorrow evening. Hydrate. Rest. Ice your thighs if they bruise.”

She nodded.

Victor leaned down, his mouth near her ear.

“The day after tomorrow,” he murmured, “you’ll meet Alejandro. Which means…” His fingers traced her hip, firm and instructive. “If you want your husband to reclaim you tonight, you may. Because starting tomorrow, you’ll abstain. It's important you are empty, rested, and untouched before Alejandro sees you. This is why you're paid the kind of obscene money most people will never touch in their lifetime—because you’re not a street whore or a casual indulgence. You’re an executive asset, trained and prepared, expected to arrive in perfect condition for men who trade in power, not impulse. That’s the difference between you and a traditional whore, Cassie: you’re curated, scheduled, protected, and shaped for our world. And tehey pay you because we expect excellence, not availability.”

Cassie shivered.

Victor stepped back, already composed again.

“Dress. The driver is waiting.”

Cassie gathered herself slowly—body aching, pride strangely glowing, shame clinging to her like perfume.

Before she could reach for her dress, Victor opened a drawer in the nightstand beside him and pulled out an envelope. He held it by the edge, the gesture casual, almost dismissive—like handing over a receipt after a transaction.

“It's a little something to welcome you to the firm,” he said.

He placed it in her hand.

The weight startled her. Thick. Heavy. Too heavy for 'a little something'.

Cassie’s breath caught as her fingers sank into the crisp edges inside—fresh hundred‑dollar bills, a stack of them, unbent and unmistakably real. More money in one envelope than she and Noah sometimes saw in a month. Maybe several months.

Her stomach flipped.

This was the moment it truly hit her.

She had just been paid—handsomely, generously—to spread her legs. To kneel. To take him. To be evaluated and used and filled.

Her face burned hot, shame and a sick, dizzy spark of pride twisting together.

Victor watched her quietly, reading every flicker across her expression.

“We don’t normally handle payments in cash,” Victor said, his tone smooth, almost conversational. “The firm does business well above the line and you are an official employee on the payroll. This—” he nodded at the envelope in her hand “—is a welcome bonus. A gesture.”

His eyes lingered on her, assessing, weighing.

“If you perform at this level consistently, Cassie, you can expect more of them. Often.”

Cassie swallowed hard, the envelope suddenly heavier than her own body. “Thank you,” she managed, her voice thin and trembling, the words feeling strange on her tongue—like gratitude had no place in a moment like this, and yet it slipped out anyway.

She tucked it against her bare chest, holding it like it might vanish.

Only then did she reach for her dress.—body aching, pride strangely glowing, shame clinging to her like perfume. When she walked past Victor toward the door, he caught her wrist lightly.

“You’ll do well here, Cassie.”

Her breath shivered in her chest.

“I look forward to Mr.Klein,” she whispered.

The elevator ride down felt unreal.

She had been claimed.

And day after tomorrow—someone else would test her all over again.


Chapter IX

Cassie didn’t even feel the cold air until she was inside the apartment. Her body was still humming—overworked nerves, overstretched muscles, sensations firing in places she hadn’t known could hold memory. Her thighs felt unsteady, tender on the inside in a way she had never walked with before. Every shift of her legs reminded her she was still open… still leaking him… still marked in a way only she and Noah would understand—each step pulling a faint, lingering warmth lower inside her. The scent of sex clung to her skin, faint but undeniable, and for the first time in her life, she felt the weight of being used  in the way the onboarding had warned her about—professionally, deliberately, thoroughly.

The door clicked shut behind her—too soft, too normal for the way her legs shook. The sound should’ve grounded her, but instead it only made the ache sharper. Her body felt foreign: warm where she should’ve been cooling, wet where she should’ve been clean, trembling where she should’ve been composed. The memory of Victor's grip still pressed into her hips, phantom-firm and possessive, and every step on the stairs had pushed his cum lower inside her until she could feel the slow, humiliating slide of it against her inner thighs.

Noah stepped out of the cramped kitchen the second he heard her keys. Thankfully, the roommates were all in their own rooms, probably gaming or working. Neither of them wanted their roommates to see her like this, back from her new 'job'. Noah's head snapped up like he’d been waiting by the doorway for hours, listening for her footsteps, imagining a hundred versions of what she’d look like when she walked through that door. The second his eyes landed on her, on her flushed skin, on her swollen lips, and on her shaky legs, something in his expression cracked open, raw and unguarded. His face—God. She didn’t have words for it. Relief, fear, wanting, all tangled so tightly it looked like pain.

“Cassie.” His voice was barely a whisper.

She didn’t make it two steps before he had her against him, his hands sliding over her hips, fingers digging in like he needed proof she was still his. Her breath hitched against his shirt, and she knew he felt the subtle damp warmth through the fabric of her dress through the open overcoat—her body still reacting, still soft, still not entirely hers yet. His grip tightened at that realization, jealousy flickering across his face before he could hide it. A tremor rolled through her, breath snagging against his chest.

“I didn’t shower,” she murmured, cheeks burning as she became acutely aware of how she must smell— not  of Noah. Her skin still held the faint musk of a stranger's bedroom, of another man's sweat drying on her neck, of the sex she hadn’t washed off. “I—I should—clean up first, I don’t want you to—”

“No.” His mouth crushed against her temple—desperate, hungry, reverent, like the scent on her skin only dragged him closer. His breath trembled against her cheek. “Not yet. Not before I hear about everything. We promised. I don't want to listen to some filtered version. I don't want to lose you like that.”

His hand slid down her lower back, stopping just above the swell of her ass, and she felt him pause—registering the faint warmth there, the subtle giveaway of how thoroughly she’d been taken. A shiver tore through her, and he felt every second of it.

Her knees softened, a warm, dizzy pull deep in her belly as the reality of his need hit her.

They weren’t alone in this house, and the walls were thin. They both knew the rules.

But Noah backed her into their bedroom, guiding her with slow, steady pressure, like he was afraid she might collapse if he didn’t hold her up. He shut the door with a careful click—quiet, intentional, a promise.

Only then did Cassie feel like she could breathe. Her chest loosened, her throat tightened, and her body—so raw and overstimulated—softened under the familiar safety of him.

He cupped her face, searching her eyes. His thumbs pressed softly beneath her cheekbones, almost trembling. “Did he hurt you?”

The question wasn’t casual. It wasn’t even just concern. It was layered with fear, jealousy, protectiveness, and something darker he was only just beginning to understand.

Cassie felt the weight of it settle in her chest, and it was heavy, intimate, and terrifying... nothing like anything she'd felt before until now. Is this how it feels to understand what hunger is for the first time? she thought to herself somewhere deep inside her before she swallowed hard, voice shrinking even before she spoke.

“No,” she whispered. “He didn’t hurt me. He just… he handled me.”

Noah’s breath hitched faintly. “Handled you,” he repeated, voice low, like he needed to taste the word. His gaze dropped, slowly tracing her collarbone, her shoulders, the faint red shadow where Victor’s mouth had been.

“And how did it feel,” he asked softly, “knowing you let him? Knowing this is what the job really is?”

The question shouldn’t have made her thighs warm again. But it did.

Cassie exhaled shakily. “It felt like… I was doing exactly what I’d agreed to. Exactly what I was chosen for by Dr. Parks back then.” She hesitated, cheeks heating. “And like he knew it.”

A muscle in Noah’s jaw twitched. His hands slid lower, memorizing her hips, the shape of her body in this new state—loose, used, sensitive.

“Tell me,” he murmured. “I want to know everything.”

She shook her head. “ He just… used me. Like they said he would. Like I was… something he’d been waiting for. And it was just that. Just the job. Just the sex I was hired to give.”

Noah closed his eyes for one long second. When he opened them, they were darker.

“Cassie,” he said quietly, “I need you to say it before I touch you. Every part. Every moment. Don’t protect me from it.”

Her pulse jumped. She nodded, breath shaky.

But the truth was: telling him like this—while her body still felt another man’s cum inside her—was doing something to her she hadn’t expected. Something heady. Something frightening. Something intimate.

Noah exhaled, forehead pressing to hers, his voice shaking. “Tell me.” His voice wasn’t demanding. It was pleading; it was raw in a way that made her pulse throb low and slow. Like he couldn’t breathe until she gave him the truth.

Cassie’s lips parted. Her throat tightened.

“He held me,” she whispered. “Hard. Like I was built for his hands. And he—he kept praising my body. My reactions.”

Noah’s breath shook against her cheek.

She forced herself to continue. “He knew exactly how to get what he wanted out of me. And I… I let him.”

A soft, guttural sound left Noah’s chest—pain and desire twisted together.

She swallowed. "He finished inside me. I’m… still full of him."

The sound Noah made was low, wrecked, possessive. His hands slid to her waist, fingers trembling.

“Cassie,” he whispered, like a prayer he wasn’t sure he should say aloud. “I need you. Right now. Like this.”

A small, broken sound left her throat. Her shame, her pride, her desire—they all twisted into something sharp and necessary.

She pushed up on her toes and kissed him—slow, aching, open. He groaned into her mouth, already hard against her.

Clothes came off quietly, urgently. His shirt dropped to the floor. Her dress peeled off her body like she was shedding the whole night.

But when he lifted her onto the bed, he paused, chest heaving.

“Give it all to me,” he breathed into her ear, “how he touched you.”

She shivered, heat rushing through her.

“He—he held my hips hard. Pulled my hair. Said I was–” Her voice broke as Noah’s cock slid between her slick folds, not entering yet, just feeling her, claiming her heat. “Said I was exactly his type.”

Noah’s jaw flexed, his breath hot against her neck.

“And when he finished?” he asked, voice thick, pained. “What did he do to you then?”

“He stayed inside me,” she whispered, her voice barely air. “Held my waist. Breathed against my back. And then he—he pushed deeper. Just to feel it leak out slower.”

Noah’s restraint snapped.

Before he even entered her, he slid the length of his cock between her folds slowly. The wetness there wasn’t his. The heat there wasn’t from him. And he felt all of it .

Cassie flushed violently, shame and arousal spiking at the same time.

“Noah…” she whispered, breath breaking.

His hips rolled again, coating himself in the proof of another man’s use.

“That’s his cum,” he murmured against her ear. Not judging. Just naming what he felt—what they both knew. “This is how he left you.”

She shuddered.

Then—slow, consuming—Noah pushed inside her.

He slipped into the softened, overly-warm space Victor had stretched open. Cassie gasped, clutching his shoulders, because the sensation was different  tonight—her body too ready, too yielding.

Noah’s breath left him in a harsh, quiet exhale. He knew exactly what he was feeling: the echo of another man’s release, the looseness of her walls, the impossible intimacy of entering her while her body still remembered someone else.

And instead of pulling back, he sank deeper, until there was no part of her he wasn’t filling.

Cassie’s breath hitched, her fingers gripping the sheets.

“Noah…”

His mouth pressed to her ear, his words trembling as he moved inside her with slow, consuming strokes.

“You’re mine. Even like this. Especially like this.”

A soft, helpless moan escaped her. She tried to swallow it down, remembering the thin walls, but Noah’s hand covered her mouth gently, tenderly.

“Shh,” he whispered. “I’ve got you. Just feel it. Feel me.”

She melted beneath him, her body responding instantly, desperately. Every thrust pushed Victor’s lingering heat out of her and replaced it with Noah’s—Noah’s need, Noah’s claim, Noah’s hurt turned into devotion.

And she couldn’t stop herself.

She whispered in his ear, breath trembling:

“He used me… and now you’re reclaiming me.”

Noah’s hips stuttered, a raw groan tearing from his throat.

“Tell me more,” he begged quietly, voice breaking. “Please.”

She did.

But this time, Noah didn’t let her rush through it.

“Slow,” he whispered against her jaw. “I want to hear every second. Every breath.”

Cassie swallowed hard. Her cheeks burned. Her body tightened around him just from the thought of saying it out loud.

“He made me get on my knees first,” she whispered, voice trembling—not from fear, but from the raw memory of it. “He told me to crawl to him… in nothing but my panties, stockings, and heels.” Her cheeks burned hot, humiliation and a dark, reluctant pride twisting together. “He sat back in the chair and watched me—really watched me—as I crawled across the carpet to him.”

Noah’s breath stuttered against her skin.

Cassie swallowed. “And when I reached him… he told me to open my mouth.” Her voice cracked.

A strained sound left Noah that was half‑pain, half‑arousal.

“I took him in my mouth,” she continued softly. “Slow at first… then deeper when he put his hand in my hair. He kept telling me how good I looked like that. How eager I was for this work.”

Noah’s grip on her hip tightened… almost painfully, almost possessively.

“And were you?” he asked, voice low. “Eager?”

Her breath hitched. “I—my body reacted. I couldn’t help it.”

A strained breath pressed into her neck, his thrusts deepening with a quiet, desperate hunger.

“What else?”

“He kept groping my ass. Hard. Like I was… his.” She shook as she said it. “And he fucked up into me fast. Rough. Like he wanted to see how much I could take.”

A quiet, broken noise escaped Noah’s throat.

“Cassie…”

“And when he pulled me against him,” she whispered, breath shaking, “he said my husband was lucky. That not many men married a woman built like this.”

A harsh exhale left Noah, his jealousy slicing through him so tangibly she felt it in the way his body tensed inside hers.

“And did you like hearing that?” he whispered.

“I hated that I liked it,” she confessed—shame curling warm and low in her stomach, too honest to hide.

He pressed his lips to her neck, almost reverent. “Good. Tell me more.”

Every detail. Every position. Slowly. Shamefully. Hungrily.

“He made me get on the bed,” she whispered, voice trembling—not from fear, but from the memory of how controlled, how precise Victor had been. “He didn’t rush. He didn’t grab. He just… positioned me. Like he already knew exactly how my body would respond.”

Noah’s breath stilled against her neck.

Cassie swallowed. “He told me to lie on my back. To spread my legs wider. Wider than I expected. Wider than I ever had for anyone before.” Her cheeks burned. “And I did. I couldn’t stop myself. It felt like… obedience wasn’t even a choice. It was just what my body did.”

Noah’s fingers tightened on her hips.

“He stood over me,” she continued softly, “and told me to look at him. Said I’d remember the way he entered me.”

A low, wounded sound escaped Noah.

Cassie’s voice thinned. “And then he pushed in. Slowly. Inch by inch. Like he was testing how I opened for him. Like he was learning me.”

Noah’s thrust faltered—then deepened, rough with emotion.

Cassie gasped. “He stayed still when he bottomed out. Just… held me open around him. Watched me tremble.”

Noah’s jaw clenched against her cheek.

“And then he started moving. Slow at first. Deep. Like he wanted me to feel every part of him.” Her voice shook, and Noah’s breath broke. “I couldn’t stop making sounds. I tried. But he just… kept adjusting my hips, tilting me, opening me more for him.”

Noah thrust harder—then quieter—his forehead pressing to her cheekbone.

“He told me to come,” she whispered, humiliation and heat threading through every word. “Ordered it. And I did. I came hard. Harder than I expected to. My whole body just—gave out.”

Noah made a sound that was half‑groan, half‑confession.

“And when I was still shaking,” she breathed, “he said he was going to cum inside me. And he did. Deep. He held my hips still, so I had to take every drop.”

Noah’s breath shattered.

Cassie clung to him, overwhelmed—humiliation converging into pleasure until she couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. Her breath hitched with every slow, claiming thrust; every strained Tell me Noah whispered against her skin felt like it sank deeper than his body ever could.

Noah wasn’t fixing her. He wasn’t cleansing anything. He wasn’t pretending today hadn’t happened. He was holding her exactly as she was—used, shaking, still faintly leaking another man—and somehow that steadied her more than anything else had all night.

Not cleaner. Not forgiven. Just… seen.

Seen and wanted anyway. Wanted harder because of it.

And the way Noah kept his body around hers, inside hers, made something in her settle—low, deep, terrifyingly right—in a place she hadn’t known existed.

“Noah,” she breathed, her climax pulling tight inside her, “I—God—I don’t know who I am right now.”

He kissed her hard.

“You’re mine,” he whispered against her mouth. “You’re still my wife. And I’m right here with you.”

Her orgasm didn’t hit—it unraveled  her. It clawed up from the base of her spine, hot and humiliating and overwhelming, her entire body tightening around him in pulsing waves she couldn’t control. She bit into his shoulder to smother the cry, but her breath still broke into tiny, desperate sounds. Her legs shook uncontrollably. Her nails sank into his back. She felt every inch of him inside her, felt the thick, messy slide where her climax pushed their combined heat lower, felt the dizzying, shameful sweetness of knowing she was coming around her husband after being used hours earlier.

Noah groaned against her ear, undone by the way she clutched him, by how completely her body gave out beneath him. He couldn’t hold back. Not with her trembling like that, not with her walls gripping him like they were trying to pull the truth out of his body. His release ripped out of him in hot, thick pulses, spilling deep inside her, trying to reclaim the space Victor had taken earlier, mixing with what Victor had left behind until she was carrying both men’s cream at once. His breath stuttered, his hips pressing into her in tiny, shaking thrusts as if he could chase every last drop as far into her as it would go.

He stayed inside her even after he softened, refusing to let their bodies separate. He needed that connection, that warmth, that proof she had come back to him.

After, he drew her into his chest wordlessly, holding her with a gentleness that unraveled whatever pieces she had left. Cassie melted into him instantly, her limbs heavy, her muscles still twitching with the aftershocks. She felt stripped bare—not just physically but emotionally, spiritually, like she had handed Noah every messy, complicated part of herself. Her cheek pressed against his skin, and she could smell him mixed with traces of the man she’d been with before.

The contrast should’ve broken her. Instead, it grounded her. Made her feel claimed. Held. Known.

Noah’s arms tightened around her protectively, as though he could shield her from the world—and from the parts of herself she was only just beginning to recognize.

“I feel more like myself now,” she whispered, voice small and steady. “More than I did before today. More than I did this morning. More than I have in… I don’t know how long, and yet I don't know who exactly I am now.”

She didn’t mean cleaner. Not even close. She meant clearer. She meant awakened.

“Then we’ll learn who you are now, we’ll learn it together...” Noah murmured, tightening his arms around her. “And I’ll stay with you through all of it.”

She drifted off first, sinking fast, her breathing slowing into a soft rhythm against his chest. Her body, still sensitive and faintly sticky between her thighs, settled into him with a trust that nearly broke him.

Noah lay awake for a while, just watching her, wondering what pieces of her tonight had shifted permanently. Memorizing the way her lashes rested on her cheeks. The way her mouth parted slightly as she slipped deeper into sleep. The way her thigh hitched over his was instinctive, like she was holding onto him.

He felt proud—so proud it ached in his ribs. He felt terrified—of what this job might take, of how much he needed her, of how impossible it would be to stop now. He felt more in love with her than he’d ever admit aloud. And beneath all of that—he felt the quiet, gnawing ache of knowing that whatever she had awakened tonight… wasn’t going away. It was only just starting to bare its teeth.

Noah was almost asleep when her phone buzzed on the nightstand.

Cassie didn’t stir.

He reached for it, hesitated—then turned the screen just enough to see the message that had lit it.

Alejandro Morales. CFO. Appointment confirmed.

There was the date and time and other info about the appointment, but what really caught his attention was the single line below it all at the end of the message; it was the new standard corporate line for her job, he guessed:

Client requires abstinence for a minimum of 24 hours prior to engagement.

Noah stared at the words, his heartbeat slowing into something cold, sharp, and terribly real.

The job wasn’t a doorway they had stepped through. It was a corridor. A long one. And they were only at the second door.

He looked at Cassie… she was peaceful, unknowingly claimed by her next appointment already.

Noah swallowed.

This was only the beginning.

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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The Hotwife Chronicles  – A Series of Passion, Permission, and Shared Desire

You know the thrill—the way his eyes darken when he watches you, the way your pulse quickens when another man lingers just a second too long. The unspoken permission, the indulgence of being admired, desired… shared. 

The Hotwife Chronicles  explores the sensual journeys of wives who embrace their deepest cravings—not in secrecy, but with the full knowledge and approval of the men who adore them. These are stories of confidence, seduction, and the electric charge of knowing you belong to one man, yet are allowed to experience more. 

This isn’t about distance or detachment—it’s about closeness, control, and trust.  The husbands in these stories don’t lose their women; they celebrate them. The wives don’t stray; they surrender to pleasure in a way that brings them even closer to the men they love. Every touch, every glance, every indulgence is shared—because some fantasies are too intoxicating to keep to yourself. 

If you crave stories that push boundaries without breaking bonds, that revel in pleasure without shame, and that celebrate a woman’s desire without compromise , then The Hotwife Chronicles  is your perfect escape. 


Some passions aren’t meant to be tamed. They’re meant to be shared. 

***

About the Author

Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion.

Emily’s writing comes from a deep fascination with the complexities of intimacy, power, and trust. She’s all about celebrating the thrill of connection and the magic that happens when people embrace their desires without hesitation. Her stories are for anyone who loves characters who dare to take risks and savor every moment of the ride.

When Emily’s not diving into her next sizzling scene, she enjoys sipping wine, getting lost in classic romantic movies, and dreaming up scenarios that blur the line between playful and provocative. She believes life is too short not to enjoy every indulgent moment, both on and off the page.

Emily Felix writes to make you feel, blush, and come back for more. She hopes you enjoy the journey as much as she loves creating it.
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